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SHAKSPEARE’S ART. 


“Yet must I not give Nature all; thy Art, 
My gentle SHAKsSPEARE, must enjoy a part. 
For though the poet’s matter Nature be, 
His Art doth give the fashion.’’—Brn Jonson. 


Wuorver would learn to think natu- 
rally, clearly, logically, and to express 
himself intelligibly and earnestly, let him 
give his days and nights to WiLL1AM 
Suaksreare. Ilis ear will thus accus- 
tom itself to forms of phrase whose only 
mannerism is occasioned by the fulness of 
thought and the directness of expression ; 
and he will not easily, through the habits 
which either his understanding or his ear 
will acquire, fall into the fluent cadences 
of that sort of writing in which words are 
used without discrimination of their nice 
meanings,—where the sentences are only 
a smoothly-undulating current of common 
phrases, in which it takes a page to say 
weakly what should be said forcibly in a 
few periods. 

These are somewhat novel arguments 
for the study of one whom all the world 
has so long reverenced as “the great 
poet of Nature.” But they may properly 
serve to introduce a consideration of the 
sense in which that phrase should be un- 
derstood,—an attempt, in short, to look in- 
to Shakspeare’s modes of creation, and de- 
fine his relations, as an artist, with Nature. 
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We shall perhaps be excused the sug- 
gestion, that a poet cannot be natural in 
the same sense that a fool may be ; he can- 
not be a natural,—since, if he is, he is not 
a poet. For to be a poet implies the abil- 
ity to use ideas and forms of speech artis- 
tically, as well as to have an eye in a fine 
frenzy rolling. This is a distinction which 
all who write on poets or poetry should 
forever seck to keep clear by new illus- 
trations. The poet has poetic powers 
that are born with him; but he must also 
have a power over language, skill in ar- 
rangement, a thousand, yes, a myriad, of 
powers which he was born with only the 
ability to acquire, and to use after their 
acquirement. In ranking Shakspeare the 
great poet of Nature, it is meant that he 
had the purpose and the power to think 
what was natural, and to select and fol- 
low it,—that, among his thick-coming fan- 
cies, he could perceive what was too fine, 
what tinged with personal vanity, what 
incongruous, unsuitable, feeble, strained, 
in short, unnatural, and reject it. His vis- 
ion was so strong that he saw his charae- 
ters and identified himself with them, yet 
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preserving his cool judgment above them, 
and subjecting all he felt through them 
to its test, and developing it through this 
artificial process of writing. This vision 
and high state of being he could assume 
and keep up and work out through days 
and weeks, foreseeing the end from the be- 
ginning, retaining himself, and determin- 
ing long before how many acts his work 
should be, what should be its plot, what 
the order of its scenes, what personages 
he would introduce, and where the main 
passions of the work should be developed. 
His fancy, which enabled him to see the 
stage and all its characters,—almost to be 
them,—was so under the control of his 
imagination, that it did not, through any 
interruptions while he was at his labor, 
beguile him with caprices. The grada- 
tion, or action of his work, opens and 
grows under his creative hand; twenty 
or more characters appear, (in some 
plays nearly forty, as in “ Antony and 
Cleopatra” and the “ First Part of Hen- 
ry the Sixth,”) who are all distinguished, 
who are all more or less necessary to 
the plot or the underplots, and who pre- 
serve throughout an identity that is life 
itself; all this is done, and the imagined 
state, the great power by which this evo- 
lution of characters and scene and story 
is carried on, is always under the control 
of the poet’s will, and the direction of his 
taste or critical judgment. He chooses 
to set his imagination upon a piece of 
work, he selects his plot, conceives the 
action, the variety of characters, and all 
their doings ; as he goes on reflecting 
upon them, his imagination warms, and 
excites his fancy; he sees and identifies 
himself with his characters, lives a sec- 
ondary life in his work, as one may ina 
dream which he directs and yet believes 
in; his whole soul becomes more active 
under this fervor of the imagination, the 
fancy, and all the powers of sug¢estion,— 
yet, still, the presiding judament remains 
calm above all, guiding the whole ; and 
above or behind that, the will which elects 
»to do all this, perchance for a very sim- 
ple purpose,—namely, for filthy lucre, the 
, purchase-money of an estate in Stratford. 
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To say that he “followed Nature” is 
to mean that he permits his thoughts to 
flow out in the order in which thoughts 
naturally come,—that he makes his char- 
acters think as we all fancy we should 
think under the circumstances in which 
he places them,—that it is the truth of 
his thoughts which first impresses us. It 
is in this respect that he is so universal; 
and it is by his universality that his natu- 
ralness is confirmed. Not all his finer 
strokes of genius, but the general scope 
and progress of his mind, are within the 
path all other minds travel; his mind 
answers to all other men’s minds, and 
hence is like the voice of Nature, which, 
apart from particular associations, ad- 
dresses all alike. The cataracts, the 
mountains, the sea, the landscapes, the 
changes of season and weather have each 
the same general meaning to all man- 
kind. So it is with Shakspeare, both in 
the conception and development of his 
characters, and in the play of his reflee- 
tions and fancies. All the world recog- 
nizes his sanity, and the health and beau- 
ty of his genius. 

Not all the world, either. Nature’s 
poet fares no better than Nature herself. 
Half the world is out of the pale of 
knowledge ; a good part of the rest are 
stunted by cant in its Protean shapes, or 
by inherited narrowness and prejudice, 
and innumerable soul-cankers. ‘They nei- 
ther know nor think of Nature or Po- 
etry. Just as there are hundreds in all 
great cities who never leave their accus- 
tomed streets winter or summer, until 
finally they lose all curiosity, and cease 
to feel the yearnings of that love which 
all are born with for the sight of the land 
and sea,—the dear face of our common 
mother. Or the creatures who compose 
the numerical majority of the world are 
rather like the children of some noble 
lady stolen away by gypsies, and taught 
to steal and cheat and beg, and practised 
in low arts, till they utterly forget the 
lawns whereon they once played; and 
if their mother ever discovers them, their 
natures are so subdned that they neither 
recognize her nor wish to go with her. 
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Without fearing that Shakspeare can 
ever lose his empire while the language 
lasts, it is humiliating to be obliged to 
acknowledge one great cause that is op- 
erating to keep him from thousands of our 
young Gountrymen and women, namely, 
the wide-spread mediocrity that is created 
and sustained by the universal diffusion 
of our so-called cheap literature ;—dear 
enough it will prove by and by!—But 
this is needlessly digressing. 

The very act of writing implies an art 
not born with the poet. This process of 
forming letters and words with a pen is 
not natural, nor will the poetic frenzy 
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priateness of relation are more keen and 
watchful. No lapse in what he writes at 
such times indicates aught like dreaming 
or madness, or any condition of mind in- 
compatible with soundness and health— 
with that perfect sanity in which all the 
mental powers move in order and har- 
mony under the control of the rightful 
sovereign, Reason. 

These observations are not intended 
to bear, except remotely, upon the ques- 
tion, Which is the true Dramatic Art, the 
romantic or the ancient? We shall not 
venture into that land of drought, where 
d ; ey auicn, aus can 
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ness for liberty, an “ earnest creature,”— 
that he was not “fancy’s child” in any 
other sense than as having in his power a 
beautifully suggestive fancy, and that he 
“ warbled his native wood-notes wild” in 
no other meaning than as Milton warbled 
his organ-notes, — namely, through the 
exercise of conscious Art, of Art that dis- 
played itself not only in the broad out- 
lines of his works, but in their every char- 
acter and shade of color. With this pur- 
pose we have urged that he was “ nat- 
ural” from taste and choice,—artistically 
natural. To illustrate the point, let us 
consider his Art alone in a few passages. 

We will suppose, preliminarily, how- 
ever, that we are largely interested in 
the Globe Theatre, and that, in order to 
keep it up and continue to draw good 
houses, we must write a new piece,—that, 
last salary-day, we fell short, and were 
obliged to borrow twenty pounds of my 
Lord Southampton to pay our actors. 
Something must be done. We look into 
our old books and endeavor to find a plot 
out of ancient story, in the same manner 
that Sir Hugh Evans would hunt for a 
text fora sermon. At length one occurs 
that pleases our fancy ; we revolve it over 
and over in our mind, and at last, after 
some days’ thought, elaborate from it the 
plot of a play,—* Timon or ATHENS,” 
—which plot we make a memorandum 
of, lest we should forget it. Meantime, 
we are busy at the theatre with rehear- 
sals, changes of performance, bill-print- 
ing, and a hundred thousand similar 
matters that must be each day disposed 
of. But we keep our newly-thought- 
of play in mind at odd intervals, good 
things occur to us as we are walking in 
the street, and we begin to long to be at 
it. The opening scenes we have quite 
clearly in our eye, and we almost know 
the whole; or it may be, vice versa, that 
we work out the last scenes first; at all 
events, we have them hewn out in the 
rough, so that we work the first with an 
intention of making them conform to a 
something which is to succeed ; and we 
are so sure of our course that we have 
no dread of the something after,— noth- 
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ing to puzzle the will, or make us think 
too precisely on the event. Such is the 
condition of mind in which we finally be- 
gin our labor. Some Wednesday after- 
noon in a holiday-week, when the theatres 
are closed, we find ourselves sitting at a 
desk before a sea-coal fire in a quaintly 
panelled rush-strewn chamber, the pen in 
our hand, nibbed with a “ Rogers’s” pen- 
knife,* and the blank page beneath it. 

We desire the reader to close his eyes 
for a moment and endeavor to fancy him- 
self in the position of William Shak- 
speare about to write a piece,—the play 
abovenamed. This may be attempted 
without presumption. We wish to recall 
and make real the fact that our idol was 
a man, subject to the usual circumstances 
of men living in his time, and to those 
which affect all men at all times,—that 
he had the same round of day and night 
to pass through, the same common house- 
hold accidents which render “ no man a 
hero to his valet.” The world was as 
real to him as it is to us. The dreamy 
past, of two hundred and fifty years since, 
was to him the present of one of the most 
stirring periods in history, when wonders 
were born quite as frequently as they are 
now. 

And haying persuaded the reader to 
place himself in Shakspeare’s position, 
we will make one more very slight re- 
quest, which is, that he will occupy anoth- 
er chair in the same chamber and fancy 
that he sees the immortal dramatist be- 
gin a work,—still keeping himself so far 
in his position that he can observe the 
workings of his mind as he writes. 

Shakspeare has fixed upon a name for 
his piece, and he writes it,—he that the 
players told Ben Jonson “never blotted 
a line.” It is the tragedy,— 


TIMON OF ATHENS. 

He will have it in five acts, as the best 
form; and he has fixed upon his dramatis 
persone, at least the principal of them, 
for he names them on the margin as he 
writes. He uses twelve in the first scene, 
* “ A Shefeld thwitel bare he in his hose.”’— 

Cnaucer. The Reve’s Tale. 
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some of whom he has no occasion for but 
to bring forward the character of his he- 
ro; but they are all individualized while 
he employs them. The scene he has 
fixed upon; this is present to his mind’s 
cye; and as he cannot afterwards alter it 
without making his characters talk incon- 
eruously and being compelled to rewrite 
the whole, he writes it down thus :— 


ACT 1. 
Scenr I.—A Hall in Timon’s Ilouse. 


Now he has reflected that his first ob- 
ject is to interest his audience in the ac- 
tion and passion of the piece,—at the very 
outset, if possible, to catch their fancies 
and draw them into the mimie life of the 
play,—to beguile and attract them with- 
out their knowing it. He has reflected 
upon this, we say—for see how artfully 
he opens the scene, and how soon the 
empty stage is peopled with lite! He 
chooses to begin by having two persons 
enter from opposite wings, whose quali- 
ties are known at once to the reader of 
the play, but not to an audience. The 
stage-direction informs us :— 

[Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, 

and others, at several doors. 

We shall see how at the same time they 
introduce and unfold their own charac- 
ters and awaken an interest in the main 
action. In writing, we are obliged to 
name them. They do not all enter quite 
at once. At first comes 

Poet. Good day, Sir. 

Painter. Tam glad to see you well. 

Poet. Ihave not seen you long; how goes 

the world? 


Painter. It wears, Sir, as it grows. 


This show$ them to be acquaintances.— 
While the next reply is made, in which 
the Poet begins to talk in character even 
before the audience know him, two others 
enter from the same side, as having just 
met, and others in the background. 


Poet. Ay, that’s well known:— 
But what particular rarity ? what strange, 
That manifold record not matches? See, 


And we fancy him waving his hand in 
an enthusiastic manner,— 
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Magic of bounty! all these spirits thy power 
Hath conjured to attend. 
Which manner is only a_high-flowing 
habit, for he adds in the same breath, 
dropping his figure suddenly,— 

I know the merchant. 


I know them both; t’other'’s a 
jeweller. 


Painter. 


It is certainly natural that painters should 
know jewellers,—and, perhaps, that pocts 
should be able to recognize merchants, 
though the converse might not hold. 
We now know who the next speakers 
are, and soon distinguish then. 


Merchant. Oh,'tis a worthy lord! 
Jeweller. Nay, that's most fixed. 
Merchant. A most incomparable man ; 
breathed as it were 
To an untirable and continuate goodness: 
He passes. 


Jeweller. I have a jewel here. 


The Jeweller being known, the Mer- 
chant is; and, it will be noticed that the 
first speaks in a cautious manner. 


Merchant. Oh, pray, let's see it! For the 
lord Timon, Sir? 

If he will touch the estimate; 
but, for that 


Jeweller. 


We begin to suspect who is the “maz- 
ic of bounty” and the “incomparable 
man,” and also to have an idea that al 
these people have come to his house to 
see him.—While the Merchant examines 
the jewel, the first who spoke, the high- 
flown individual, is pacing and talking to 
himself near the one he met :— 


Poet. 


When we for recompense have praised 
the vile, 

It stains the glory in that happy verse 

Which aptly sings the good. 

Perhaps he is thinking of himself. The 

Merchant and Jeweller do not hear him; 

—they stand in twos at opposite sides of 

the stage. 


Merchant. *Tis a good form. 


[Looking at the jewel. 
He observes only that the stone is well 
cut; but the Jeweller adds,— 
And rich: here is a water, look 
you. 
While they are interested in this and 
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move backward, the two others come 
nearer the front. 
Painter. You are rapt, Sir, in some work, 


some dedication 
To the great lord. 


This is said, of course, with reference to 
the other’s recent soliloquy. And now 
we are going to know them. 


Poet. A thing slipped idly from me. 
Our poesy is as a gum, which oozes 
From whence ’tis nourished. The fire i? the 
flint 
Shows not till it be struck; our gentle flame 
Provokes itself, and like the current flies 
Each bound it chafes.— What have you there? 


We perceive that he is a poet, and a 
rather rhetorical than sincere one. He 
has the art, but, as we shall see, not the 
heart. 


Painter. A picture, Sir—And when comes 
your book forth? 
Poet. Upon the heels of my presentment, 


Sir.— 
Let’s see your piece. 
Painter. ’*Tis a good piece. 

We know that the Poet has come to 
make his presentment. The Painter, the 
more modest of the two, wishes his work 
to be admired, but is apprehensive, and 
would forestall the Poet's judgment. He 
means, it is a “tolerable” piece. 


Poet. So ‘tis: this comes off well and 
excellent. 

Painter. Indifferent. 

Poet. Admirable. How this grace 


Speaks his own standing! What a mental 
power 

This eye shoots forth! How big imagination 

Moves in this lip! 
gesture 

One might interpret. 


To the dumbness of the 
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an appropriate speech for the figure (Ti- 
mon, of course) to be uttering. And all 
this is but to preoceupy our minds with 
a conception of the lord Timon ! 

Painter. It is a pretty mocking of the life. 
Here’s a touch; is’t good ? 

Poet. Vil say of it 
It tutors Nature: artificial strife 
Lives in these touches livelier than life. 


He has thought of too fine a phrase ; but 
it is in character with all his fancies. 


[Enter certain Senators, and pass over. 


Painter. How this lord's followed! 
Poet. The senators of Athens: happy men! 


This informs us who they are that pass 
over. The Poet also keeps up the Ercles 
yein; while the Painter’s eye is caught. 
Painter. Look, more! 
Poet. You see this confluence, this great 
flood of visitors. 
I have, in this rough work, shaped out a man 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and 
hug 
With amplest entertainment: my free drift 
Halts not particularly, but moves itself 
In a wide sea of wax: no levelled malice 
Infects one comma in the course I hold: 
Sut flies an eagle flight, bold, and forth on, 
Leaving no tract behind. 


This flight of rhetoric is intended to 
produce a sort of musical effect, in pre- 
paring us by its lofty sound for readily 
apprehending the lord Timon with  am- 
plest entertainment.” The same is true 
of all that follows. The Poet and Painter 
do but sound a lordly note of preparation, 
and move the curtain that is to be lifted 
before a scene of profusion. Call it by 
what name we please, it surely was not 
accident or unconscious inspiration,— a 
rapture or frenzy,—which led Shakspeare 
If we 
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and to set their fancies in motion by his 
broad conceptions. How well he does 
it! No wonder the Painter is a little 
confused as he listens to him. 


Painter. How shall I understand you? 
Poet. I'll unbolt to you. 
You see how all conditions, how all minds, 
(As well of glib and slippery creatures, as 
Of grave and austere quality,) tender down 
Their services to Lord Timon; his large for- 
tune, 
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging, 
Subdues and properties to his love and ten- 
dance 
All sorts of hearts; yea, from the glass-faced 
flatterer 
To Apemantus, that few things loves better 
Than to abhor himself; even he drops down 
The knee before him, and returns in peace, 
Most rich in Timon’s nod. 


There was almost a necessity that the 
spectator should be made acquainted with 
the character of Timon before his ap- 
pearance ; for his profiisengss could be 
illustrated, after being known, better than 
it could make itself known in dialogue 
and action in which he should bear a 
part. And of the hundreds of English 
plays opening with an explanation or 
narrative of foregone matters, there is 
none where the formality is concealed 
by a more ingenious artifice than is used 
in this scene. The spectator is fore-pos- 
sessed with Timon’s character, and (in 
the outline the Poet is proceeding to give) 
with a suspicion that he is going to see 
him ruined in the course of the piece; 
and this is accomplished in the descrip- 
tion of a panegyric, incidentally, briefly, 
picturesquely, artfully, with an art that 
tutors Nature, and which so well conceals 
itself that it can scarcely be perceived 
except in this our microscopic analysis. 
Here also we have Apemantus introdu- 
ced beforehand. And with all this, the 
Painter and Poet speak minutely and 
broadly in character; the one sees scenes, 
the other plans an action (which is just 
what his own creator had done) and 
talks in poetic language. It is no more 
than the text warrants to remark that 
the next observation, primarily intended 
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to break the poet’s speech, was also in- 
tended to be the natural thought and 
words of a 


Painter. I saw them speak together. 
Poet. Sir, 1 have upon a high and pleasant 
hill 
Feigned Fortune to be throned: the base o’ 
the mount 
Is ranked with all deserts, all kinds of na- 
tures, 
That labor on the bosom of this sphere 
To propagate their states; amongst them all, 
Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady fixed, 
One do I personate of Lord Timon’s frame, 
Whom Fortune with her ivory hand waits to 
her; 
Whose present grace to present slaves and 
servants 
Translates his rivals. 
Painter. *Tis conceived to scope. 
This throne, this Fortune, and this hill, me- 
thinks, 
With one man beckoned from the rest below, 
Bowing his head against the steepy mount 
To climb his happiness, would be well ex- 
pressed 
In our condition. 
Poet. Nay, Sir, but hear me on. 


The artifice is to secure the attention 
of the spectator. ‘The interruptions give 
naturalness and force to the narrative ; 
and the questions and entreaties, though 
addressed to each other by the personages 
on the stage, have their effect in the front. 
The same artifice is employed in the most 
obvious manner where Prospero (Tem- 
pest, Act i. Se. 2) narrates his and her 
previous history to Miranda. The Poet 
continues -— 


All those which were his fellows but of late 

(Some better than his value) on the moment 

Follow his strides, his lobbies fill with ten- 
dance, 

Rain sacrificia whisperings in his ear, 

Make sacred even his stirrup, and through 
him 

Drink the free air. 

Painter. Ay, marry, what of these? 


The Poet has half deserted his figure, and 
is losing himself in a new description, 
from which the Painter impatiently re- 
calls him. The text is so artificially nat- 
ural that it will bear the nicest natural 
construction. 
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Poet. When Fortune, in her shift and 
change of mood, 
Spurns down her late beloved, all his depend- 
ants, 
Which labored after him to the mountain’s 
top, 
Even on their knees and hands, let him slip 
down, 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 
Painter. *Tis common: 
A thousand moral paintings T ean show 
That shall demonstrate these quick blows of 
Fortune 
More pregnantly than words. 
well 
To show Lord Timon that mean eyes have 
seen 
The foot above the head. 


Yet you do 


[ Trumpets sound. Enter Timon, atte nded ; the 
servant of Ventidius talking with him. 


Thus far (and it is of no consequence 
if we have once or twice forgotten it while 
pursuing our analysis) we have fancied 
ourselves present, seeing Shakspeare write 
this, and looking into his mind. But al- 
though divining his intentions, we have 
not made him intend any more than his 
words show that he did intend. Let us 

presently fancy, that, before introducing 

his principal character, he here turns 
hack io see_if he has, broucht in every- 
gument for its being written before might 
be found in the peculiar impression it 
leaves upon the fancy. Let us suppose 
we follow the author while he runs it 
over, which he does quite rapidly, since 
there are no blotted lines, but only here 
and there a comma to be inserted. He 
designed to open his tragedy. Te finds 
he has set a scene,—in his mind’s eye 
the entranee-hall to an Athenian house, 
which he thinks he has presently intimat- 
ed plainly enough to be Timon’s house. 
Here he has brought forward four actors 
and made them speak as just meeting 5 
they come by twos from different ways, 
and the first two immediately make it 
known that the other two are a merchant 
and jeweller, and almost immediately 
that they themselves are, one a painter, 
the other a poet. They have all brought 

gifts or goods for the lord Timon. The 
istes Senators pass over, and, as be- 
comes their dignity, are at once received 
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that he could venture to perform in pub- 
lic concertos to which he had written 
only the orchestral or accessory parts. 
Other artists work seriatim ; 
work only when the pen is in their hands; 
and the blotted page speaks eloquently 
enough of the artistic processes of mind 
to which their most passionate passages 


some Can 


are subjected before they come to the 
reader’s eye. Think of the fac-simile of 
Byron’s handwriting in “ Childe Har- 
old”! It shows a soul 


yond the power of writing. 


rapt almost be- 
Sut the blots 
and erasures were not made by a “ fine 
frenzy”; they speak no less eloquently 
for an artistic taste and skill excited and 
alert, and able to guide the frenzy and 
give it a contagious power through the 
forms of verse,—this taste and this skill 
and control being the very elements by 
which his expressions become an echo of 
the poet’s soul,—pleasing, or, in the un- 
cultivated, helping to form, a like taste in 
the hearer, and exciting a like imagined 
condition of feeling and poetic vision. 
Yet if it were made a question, to be de- 
cided from internal evidence, whether the 
scene here see was written before 
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in an inner hall,—the first four remain- 
ing on the stage. All is so far clear. He 
has also, by the dialogue of the Painter 
and Poet, made in itself taking to the at- 
tention through the picture and the flighty 
recitation, suggested and interested us 
incidentally in the character of Timon, 
and conveyed a vague misgiving of mis- 
fortune to come to him. And there is 
withal a swelling pomp, three parts rhe- 
torical and one part genuinely poetical, 
in the Poet’s style, which gives a tone, 
and prepares the fancy to enter readily 
into the spirit of the tragedy. This ef- 
fect the author wished to produce; he 
felt that the piece required it; he was so 
preoccupied with the Timon he conceiv- 
ed that he sets to work with a Timon- 
rich hue of fancy and feeling; to this 
note he pitches himself, and begins his 
measured march “bold and forth on.” 
What he has assumed to feel he wishes 
spectators to feel; and he leaves his style 
to be colored by his feeling, because he 
knows that such is the way to make them 
feel it. And we do feel it, and know also 
that we are made thus to feel through 
an art which we can perceive and ad- 
mire. On the whole, this introduction 
opens upon the tragedy with just such a 
display of high-sounding phrases, such a 
fine appropriateness, such a vague pre- 
sentiment, and such a rapid, yet artful, 
rising from indifference to interest, that 
it seems easiest to suppose the author to 
be writing while his conceptions of what 
is to follow are freshest and as yet un- 
wrought out. We cannot ask him; even 
while we have overlooked him in his labor, 
his form has faded, and we are again in 
this dull every-day Present. 

We have seen him take up his pen 
and begin a tragedy; or, to drop the 
fancy, we have made it real to ourselves 
in what manner Shakspeare’s writing ev- 
idences that he wrought as an artis/,— 
“one who has an idea in his mind of an 
effect he desires to produce, and elabo- 
rates it with careful skill, not in a trance 
or ecstasy, but “in clear dream and sol- 
emn vision.” The subtile tone of feeling 
to be struck is as much a matter of art as 
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the action or argument to be opened. 
And it is no less proper to judge (as we 
have done) of the presence of art by its 
result in this respect than in respect to 
what relates to the form or story. An 
introduction is before us, a dramatic 
scene, in which characters are brought 
forward and a dialogue is given, appar- 
ently concerning a picture and poem 
that have been made, but having a more 
important reference to a character yet to 
be unfolded. Along with this there is 
also expressed, in the person of a pro- 
fessed panegyrist, a certain lofty and free 
opinion of his own work, in a confident 
declamatory style of description, — 

“ Sir, have upon a high and pleasant hill 

Feigned Fortune to be throned,” ete.,— 
that is levelled with exquisite tact just on 
the verge of bombast. This is not done 
to make the hearer care for the thing 
described, which is never heard of after, 
but to give a hint of Timon and what is 
to befall him, and to create a melodic ef- 
ject upon the hearer’s sense which shall 
put him in a state to yield readily to the 
illusion of the piece. 

It is not possible to conceive Shak- 
speare reviewing his lines and thinking 
to himself, “ That is well done; my genius 
has not deserted me; I could not have 
written anything more to my liking, if I 
had set about it deliberately!” But it 
is easy to see him running it over with a 
sensation of “ This will serve; my poet 
will open their eyes and ears; and now 
for the hall and banquet scene.” 

The sense of fitness and relation oper- 
ates among thoughts and feelings as well 
as among fancies, and its results cannot 
be mistaken for accident. Ariel and his 
harpies could not interrupt a scene with a 
more discordant action than the phase of 
feeling or the poetic atmosphere pervad- 
ing it would be interrupted by, if a cloud 
of distraction came across the poet and 
the faculties of his mind rioted out of his 
control. For he not only feels, but sees 
his feeling; he takes it up as an object 
and holds it before him,—a feeling to be 
conveyed. Just as a sculptor holds in 
his mind a form and models it out of 
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clay, undiverted by other forms throng- 
ing into his vision, or by the accidental 
forms that the plastic substance takes up- 
on itself in the course of his work, till it 
stands forth the image of his ideal,—so 
the poet works out his states of poetic 
feeling. Te grasps and holds and sus- 
tains them amidst the multiplicity of up- 
flying thoughts and thick-coming fancies ; 
—no matter how subtile or how aspiring 
they may be, he fastens them in the 
chamber of his imagination until his dis- 
tant purpose is accomplished, and he has 
found a language for them which the 
world will understand. And this is where 
Shakspeare’s art is so noble,—in that he 
conquers the entire universe of thought, 
sentiment, feeling, and passion, — goes 
into the whole and takes up and por- 
trays characters the most extreme and 
diverse, passions the most wild, sentiment 
the most refined, feelings the most deli- 
cate,—and does this by an art in which 
he must make his characters appear real 
and we looking on, though he cannot 
use, to develop his dramas, a hundred- 
thousandth part of the words that would 
be used in real life,—that is, in Nature. 
He also always approaches us upon the 
level of our common sense and experi- 
ence, and never requires us to yield it, 
—never breaks in or jars upon our judg- 
ment, or shocks or alarms any natural 
sensibility. After enlarging our souls 
with the stir of whatever can move us 
through poetry, he leaves us where he 
found us, refreshed by new thoughts, 
new scenes, and new knowledge of our- 
selves and our kind, more capable, and, 
if we choose to be so, more wise. Tis 
art is so great that we almost forget its 
presence,—almost forget that the Mac- 
beth and Othello we have seen and 
heard were Shakspeare’s, and that he 
MADE them; we can scarce conceive 
how he could feign as if felt, and retain 
and reproduce such a play of emotions 
and pzssions from the position of spec- 
tator, his own soul remaining, with its sov- 
ereign reason, and all its powers natural 
and acquired, far, far above all its crea- 
tions,—a spirit alone before its Maker. 
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The opening of “ Timon” was select- 
ed on account of its artful preparation 
for and relation to what it precedes. It 
shows the forethought and skill of its au- 
thor in the construction or opening out 
of his play, both in respect to the story 
and the feeling; yet even here, in this 
half-declamatory prologue, the poet’s dra- 
matic art is also evident. His poet and 
painter are living men, and not mere ut- 
terers of so many words. Was this from 
intuition ?—or because he found it easy to 
make them what he conceived them, and 
felt that it would add to the life of his 
introduction, though he should scarcely 
bring them forward afterwards? No 
doubt the mind’s eye helps the mind in 
character-drawing, and that appropriate 
language springs almost uncalled to the 
pen, especially of a practised writer for 
the stage. But is his scene a dream 
which he can direct, and which, though 
he knows it all proceeds from himself, 
yet seems to keep just in advance of 
him,—his fancy shooting ahead and as- 
tonishing him with novelties in dialogue 
and situation? There are those who 
have experienced this condition in sick- 
ness, and who have amused themselves 
with listening to a fancied conversation 
having reference to subjects of their own 
choosing, yet in which they did not seem 
to themselves to control the cause of the 
dialogue or originate the particular things 
said, until they could actually hear the 
voices rising from an indistinct, whisper 
to plain speech. I knew an instance, 
(which at least is not related in the 
very curious work of M. Boismont on the 
“ Natural History of Mallucinations,”) 
where an invalid, recovering from illness, 
could hear for half a night the debates 
and doings of an imaginary association 
in the next chamber, the absurdity of 
which often made him laugh so that he 
could with difficulty keep quiet enough to 
listen; while occasionally extracts would. 
be read from books written in a style 
whose precision and eloquence excited 
his admiration, or whose affecting so- 
lemnity moved him deeply, though he 
knew perfectly well that the whole came 
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from his own brain. This he could either 
cause or permit, and could in an instant 
change the subject of the conversation or 
command it into silence. He would some- 
times throw his pillow against the wall 
and say, “Be still! Tl hear no more 
till daybreak !” And this has taken place 
when he was in calm health in mind, 
and, except weakness, in body, and broad 
awake. What was singular, the voices 
would cease at his bidding, and in one 
instance (which might have startled him, 
had he not known how common it is for 
persons to wake at an hour they fix) they 
awoke him at the time appointed. Their 
language would bear the ordinary tests 
of sanity, and was like that we see in 
daily newspapers ; but the various knowl- 
edge brought in, the complicated scenes 
gone through, made the whole resemble 
intricate concerted music, from the im- 
perfect study of which possibly came the 
power to fabricate them. That they 
were owing to some physical cause was 
shown by their keeping a sort of cadence 
with the pulse, and in the fact, that, 
though not disagreeable, they were weari- 
some ; especially as they always appeared 
to be got up with some remote reference 
to the private faults and virtues of that 
tedious individual who is always forcing 
his acquaintance upon us, avoid him how- 
ever we may,—one’s self. 

Shall we suppose that Shakspeare 
wrote in such an opium dream as this ? 
Did his “ wood-notes wild” come from 
him as tunes do from a barrel-organ, 
where it is necessary only to set the 
machine and disturb the bowels of it 
by turning? Was it suflicient for him 
to fore-plan the plots of his plays, the 
story, acts, scenes, persons,—the general 
rough idea, or argument,—and then to 
sit at his table, and, by some process 
analogous to mesmeric manipulations, 
put himself into a condition in which his 
genius should elaborate and shape what 
he, by the aid of his poetic taste and all 
other faculties, had been able to rough- 
hew ? How far did his consciousness de- 
sert him ?—only partially, as in the in- 
stance just given, so that he marvelled, 
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while he wrote, at his own fertility, pow- 
er, and truth ?—or wholly, as in a Py- 


thonic inspiration, so that the frenzy 


filled him to his fingers’ ends, and he 
wrote, he knew not what, until he re-read 
it in his ordinary state? In fine, was 
he the mere conduit of a divinity within 
him ?—or was he in his very self, in the 
nobility and true greatness of his being 
and the infinitude of his faculties, a liv- 
ing fountain,—he, he alone, in as plain 
and common a sense as we mean when 
we say “a man,” the divinity ? 

‘These are “ questions not to be asked,” 
or, at least, argued, any more than the 
question, Whether the blessed sun of - 
heaven shall eat blackberries. The quali- 
ty of Shakspeare’s writing renders it im- 
possible to suppose that it was produced 
in any other state than one where all the 
perceptions that make good sense, and 


not only good, but most excellent sense, 


were present and alert. Howsoever “ ap- 
prehensive, quick, forgetive, full of nim- 
ble, fiery, and delectable shapes” his 
brain may be, it never gambols from the 
superintendence of his reason and under- 
standing. In truth, it is the perfectness 
of the control, the conscious assurance of 
soundness in himself, which leaves him so 
free that the control is to so many eyes 
invisible; they perceive nothing but lux- 
uriant ease in the midst of intricate com- 
plexities of passion and character, and 
they think he could have followed the 
path he took only by a sort of necessity 
which they call Nature,—that he wrote 
himself quite into his works, bodily, just 
as he was, every thought that came and 
went, and every expression that flew to 
his pen,—leaving out only a few for short- 
ness. They are so thoroughly beguiled 
by the very quality they do not see, that 
they are like spectators who mistake the 
scene on the stage for reality ; they can- 
not fancy that a man put it all there, 
and that it is by the artistic and poetic 
power of him, this man, who is now 
standing behind or at the wing, and 
counting the money in the house, that 
they are beguiled of their tears or thrown 
into such eestasies of mirth. 
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It exalts, and not degrades, the mem- 
ory of Shakspeare to think of him in this 
manner, as a man: for he was a man; 
he had eyes, hands, organs, dimensions, 
and so forth, the same that a Jew hath; 
a good many people saw him alive. Had 
we lived in London between 1580 and 
1610, we might have seen him,—a man 
who came from his Maker’s hand en- 
dowed with the noblest powers and the 
most godlike reason,—who had the great- 
est natural ability to become a great dra- 
matic poet,—the native genius and the 
aptness to acquire the art, and who did ac- 
quire the highest art of his age, and went 
‘on far beyond it, exhibiting new ingenu- 
ities and resources, and a breadth that has 
never been equalled, and which admits at 
once and harmonizes the deepest tragedy 
and the broadest farce, and, in language, 
the loftiest flights of measured rhetoric 
along with the closest imitation of com- 
mon talk ;—and all this he so wsed, so 
elaborated through it the poetic creations 
of his mind, in such glorious union and 
perfection of high purpose and art and 
reach of soul, that he was the greatest 
and most universal poet the world has 
known. 

Rowe observes, in regard to Shak- 
speare,—* Art had so little and Nature 
so large a share in what he did, that, for 
aught I know, the performances of his 
youth, as they were the most vigorous, 
and had the most fire and strength of 
imagination in them, were the best. I 
would not be thought by this to mean 
that his fancy was so loose and extrava- 
gant as to be independent on the rule 
and government of judgment ;*but that 
what he thought was commonly so great, 
so justly and rightly conceived in itself, 
that it wanted little or no correction, and 
was immediately approved by an impar- 
tial judgment at the first sight.” 

The last sentence is true; but Mr. 
Rowe really means to say that he was as 
great an artist as natural poet,—that his 
ereative and executive powers wrought in 
almost perfect spontaneity and harmony, 
—the work of the making part of him 
being generally at once approved by the 
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shaping part, and each and both being 
admirable. When a man creates an 
Othello, feigns his story and his passion, 
assumes to be him and to observe him 
at the same time, figures him so exactly 
that all the world may realize him also, 
brings in Desdemona and Iago and the 
rest, everything kept in propriety and 
with the minutest perfection of detail, 
which does most, Art or Nature? Ilow 
shall we distinguish ? Where does one 
leave off and the other begin ? The 
truth of the passion, that is Nature ; but 
can we not perceive that the Art goes 
along with it? Do we not at once ac- 
knowledge the Art when we say, “ How 
natural!” ? In such as Iago, for example, 
it would seem as if the least reflective 
spectator must derive a little critical sat- 
isfaction—if he can only bring himself 
to fancy that Iago is not alive, but that 
the great master painted him and wrote 
every word he utters. As we read his 
words, can we not see how boldly he is 
drawn, and how highly colored? There 
he is, right in the foreground, prominent, 
strong, a most miraculous villain. Did 
Nature put the words into his mouth, 
or Art? The question involves a con- 
sideration of how far natural it is for 
men to make Iagos, and to make them 
speaking naturally. Though it be nat- 
ural, it is not common ; and if its natural- 
ness is what must be most insisted on, it 
may be conceded, and we may say, with 
Polixenes, “ The Art itself is Nature.” 
There is a strong rapture that always 
attends the full exercise of our highest 
faculties. The whole spirit is raised and 
quickened into a secondary life. This 
was felt by Shakspeare,—felt, and at 
the same time controlled and guided with 
the same strictness over all thoughts, 
feelings, passions, fancies, that thronged 
his mind at such moments, as he had over 
those in his dull every-day hours. When 
we are writing, how difficult it is to avoid 
pleasing our own yanity! how hard not 
to step aside a little, now and then, for 
a brilliant thought or a poetic fancy, or 
any of the thousand illusions that throng 
upon us! Even for the sake of a well- 
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sounding phrase we are often tempted to 
turn. The language of passion,—how 
hard it is to feign to write it! how 
harder than all, to keep the tone, serious, 
or whatever it may be, with which we 
begin, so that no expressions occur to 
break it, —lapses of thought or speech, 
that are like sudden stumbles or uneasy 
jolts! And if this is so in ordinarily 
cleyated prose, how much more must it 
le so in high dramatic poetry, where the 
poet rides on the whirlwind and tempest 
of passion and “directs the storm.” There 
ust go to the conception and execution 
of this sort of work a resolved mind, 
strong fancies, thoughts high and deep, 
in fine, a multitude of powers, all un- 
der the grand creative, sustaining imag- 
ination. When completed, the work 
stands forth to all time, a great work of 
Art, and bulwark of all that is high 
against all that is low. It is a great po- 
etic work, the work of a maker who 
gives form and direction to the minds of 
men. 

Tn a certain sense, it is not an extray- 
agance to say that all who are now living 
and speak English have views of life and 
Nature modified by the influence of Shak- 
speare. We see the world through his 
eyes; he has taught us how to think; the 
freedom of soul, the strong sense, the 
grasp of thought,—above all, the honor, 
the faith, the love,—who has imparted 
such noble ideas of these things as he ? 
Not any one, though there were giants 
in those days as well as he. Hence he 
has grown to seem even more “natural” 
than he did in his own day, his judges 
being mediately or immediately educated 
by him. The works are admired, but 
the nobleness of soul in him that made 
them is not perceived, and his genius 
and power are degraded into a blind 
faculty by unthinking minds, and by 
vain ones that flatter themselves they 
have discovered the royal road to poetry. 
What they seem to require for poetry is 
the flash of thought or fancy that starts 
the sympathetic thrill,—the little jets,— 
the striking, often-quoted lines or “ gems.” 
The rest is merely introduced to build 
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up a piece ; these are the “ pure Nature,” 
and all that. 

And it is not to be denied that they 
are pure Nature; for they are true to 
Nature, and are spontaneous, beautiful, 
exquisite, deserving to be called gems, 
and even diamonds. 

“ The sweet South, 
That breathes upon a bank of violets, 
Stealing and giving odor": — 
thousands of such lines we keep in our 
memories’ choicest cells; yet they are but 
the exterior adornments of a great work 
of Art. They are the delightful finishes 
and lesser beauties which the great work 
adinits, and, indeed, is never without, but 
which are not to be classed among its 
essentials. heir beauty and fitness are 
not those of the grand columns of the 
temple; they are the sculptures upon 
the frieze, the caryatides, or the graceful 
interlacings of vines. They catch the 
fancy of those whose field of vision is not 
large enough to take in the whole, and 
upon whom all excellences that are not 
little are lost. Beautiful in themselves, 
their own beauty is frequently all that is 
seen; the beauty of their propriety, the 
grace and charm with which they come in, 
are overlooked. Many people will have 
it that nothing is poetry or poetic but 
these gems of poetry; and because the 
apparent spontaneousness of them is what 
makes them so striking, these admirers 
are unwilling ‘to see that it is through an 
art that they are brought in so beauti- 
fully in their spontaneousness and give 
such finish to larger effects. And we 
have no end of writers who are forever 
trying to imitate them, forgetting that 
the essence of their beauty is in their 
coming unsought and in their proper 
places as unexpected felicities and fine 
touches growing out of and contributing 
to some higher purpose. They are natu- 
ral in this way :—when the poet is en- 
gaged upon his work, these delicate fan- 
cies and choice expressions throng into his 
mind; he instantly, by his Art-sense, ac- 
cepts some, and rejects more ; and those 
he aecepts are such as he wants for his 
ulterior purpose, which will not admit the 
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appearance of art; hence he will have 
none that do not grow out of his feeling 
and harmonize with it. All this passes 
in an instant, and the apt simile or the 
happy epithet is created —an immortal 
beauty, both in itself and as it occurs in 
It was put there by an art; 
the poet knew that the way to make ex- 
pressions come is to assume the feeling ; 
he knew that he 
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“ But in a fiction, in a dream of passion, 
Could force his soul so to his own conceit” 
that his whole function would suit with 
expressions to his conceit. Ie then with- 
drew his judgment from within, and cheat- 
ed his fancy into supposing he had given 
ler the rein, letting the feigned state be 
as real to him as it could, and writing 
from that primarily,—humoring Nature 
by his art in leaving her to do what she 
alone could do. So that the very gems 
we admire as natural are the offspring 
of Nature creating under Art. To make 
streaked gillyflowers, we marry a gentler 
scion to the wildest stock, and Nature 
does the rest. So in poetry, we cannot 
get at the finest excellences by seeking 
for them directly, but we put Nature in 
the way to suggest them. We do not 
strive to think whether “the mobled 
queen” is good; we do not let our van- 
ity keep such a strict look-out upon Na- 
ture; she will not desert us, if we follow 
her modes,—which we must do with all 
the art and fine tact we can acquire and 
command, not only in order to gain the 
minute beauties, but to compass the great 

whole. 

The analogies that might be drawn 
from music would much assist in making 
all this clear, if they could be used with 
a chance of being understood. But, un- 
fortunately, the ability to comprehend a 
great work, as a whole, is even rarer in 
music than in poetry. The little taking 
bits of melody are all that is thought of 
or perceived ; the great epos or rhapsody, 
the form and meaning of the entire com- 
position,—which is a work of Art in no 
other sense than a poem is one, except 
that it uses, instead of speech, musical 
forms, of greater variety and symmetry, 
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—are not at all understood. Nor is the 
subtile and irresistible coherence in suc- 
cessions of clear sunny melody, in which 
Mozart so abounds, in any great degree 
understood, even by some who call them- 
selves artists. They think only of the 
sudden flashes, the happinesses, and, if 
such a word may be used once only, the 
smartnesses,—like children who care for 
nothing in their cake but the frosting and 
the plums. But in continuing the study 
of the art with such notions of its expres- 
sion, the relish for it soon cloys, the mind 
ceases to advance, the enthusiasm dead- 
ens, progress becomes hopeless, and the 
little gained is soon lost; whereas, if the 
student is familiarized with the most per- 
fect forms of the art, and led on by them, 
both by committing a few of them to 
memory, and by fully understanding their 
structure, it will soon be evident that an 
intellectual study of music, pursued with a 
true love of it, can, more than any other 
study, strengthen the imaginative faculty. 

The forms of poetry have only the 
rhythmic analogy, as forms, to those of 
music; but in their foundation in the 
same Nature, and in their manner of’ de- 
velopment, there is a closer resemblance. 
Both in music and poetry, the older ar- 
tists regarded with most strictness the 
carrying through of the whole; they 
eared little for the taking tunes or the 
striking passages; they looked with eyes 
single to their ultimate purposes. Shak- 
speare came, and accomplished at once, 
for dramatic art, what the fathers of mod- 
ern music began for their art nearly a 
century later. He made the strict form 
yield to and take new shape from natu- 
ral feeling. This feeling, whose expres- 
sion is the musical element of poetry, he 
brought up to its proper relation with all 
the other qualities. Look at the terrific 
bombast which preceded him,—the mighty 
efforts of mighty men to draw music or 
the power of sound into their art; Hie- 
ronymo is like some portentous convulsion 
of Nature,—the upheaval of a new geo- 
logical era. The writers felt that there 
must be style suited to passion, and that 
they must attain it,—but how? By arti- 
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ficial pomp ?—or by yielding with artful 
reserve to the natural eloquence of pas- 
sion ? 

Shakspeare has answered the question 
for all time ; and he uses both, each in its 
proper place. Nothing, even in music, 
ever showed an art growing out of a 
nicer sensibility in sound than his varie- 
ty and appropriateness in style. For an 
art it is, and we cannot make a defini- 
tion of that word which shall include 
other forms of art and not include it. 
If the passion and the feeling make the 
style, it is the poet’s art that leaves them 
free to do it; he superintends ; he feigns 
that which he leaves to make ; he shares 
his art with “ great creating Nature.” All 
is unreal; all comes out of him; and all 
that has to do with the form and expres- 
sion of his products is, of course, includ- 
ed in the manifest when his ship of fancy 
gets its clearance at the custom-house of 
his judgment. The style he assumes can- 
not but be present to his consciousness 
in the progress of a long drama. Tle 
must perceive, as he writes, if he has the 
common penetration of humanity, that 
the flow and cadence of his “ Henry the 
Eighth” are not like those of his “ Mid- 
summer Night’s Dream”; and he must 
preserve his tone, with, at times, direct 
art, not leaving everything to the feeling. 
That he dees so is as evident as if he had 
chosen a form of verse more remote from 
the language of Nature and obliged him- 
self to conform to its requirements. The 
terrible cursing of Margaret in “ Richard 
IIl.,” for example, is not the remorse- 
less, hollow monotony of it, while it so 


Mien-yaun. 


671 


heightens the passion, as evident to Shak- 
speare as to us; or had he no ear for 
verse, and just let his words sound on as 
they would, looking only at the meaning, 
and counting his iambics on his fingers, 
—not too carefully either? If the last 
supposition is to be insisted on, we must 
confine our notions of his perceptions 
and powers within very ordinary bounds, 
and make dramatic art as unpoetic as 
the art of brickmaking. 

The beauty of Shakspeare’s art is in 
its comprehensiveness. It takes in every 
quality of excellence. It looks at the 
great whole, and admits the little charms 
and graces. It includes constructiveness 
in story, character-drawing, picturesque- 
ness, musicalness, naturalness,—in fine, 
whatever art may combine with poetry 
or the soul of poetry admit in art. To 
the young and unobseryant, and all who 
are unable to consider the poet's writing, 
as we have in this article endeavored to 
study a single passage of it, from his 
position, the art is not apparent; the 
mimic scene is reality, or some super 
natural inspiration or schoolboy-like en- 
thusiasm has produced the work. But 
there are others, created with different 
faculties, who begin to perceive the art 
almost as soon as they feel its power, 
and who love to study it and to live in 
the spirit of poetry that breathes through 
it; these come gradually to think of the 
man, as well as of his works,—to feel 
more and more the influence upon them 
of his greatness and beauty of soul, and, 
as years pass by, to find consolation and 
repose in the loftiness of his wisdom. 
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Youna Mien-yaun had for two years 
been the shining centre of the aristocratic 
circles of Pekin. Around him revolved 


the social system. He was the vitalizing 
element in fashionable life,—the radiant 
sun, diffusing conventional warmth of 
tone and brillianey of polish. Ie cre- 
ated modes. He regulated reputations. 
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His smile or his frown determmed the 
worldly fate of thousands. His ready as- 
surance gave him preéminence with one 
sex, and his beauty made him the ad- 
miration of the other. When he talked, 
Mandarins listened; when he walked, 
maidens’ eyes glistened. He was, in 
short, the rage,—and he knew it, and 
meant to remain so. He was a wonder- 
ful student, and understood polities like 
asecond Confucius. With the literature 
of all ages, from the Shee-king, written 
four thousand years ago, down to the 
latest achievements of the modern poets, 
he was intimately acquainted. His ac- 
complishments were rich and varied, and 
his Tartar descent endowed him with a 
spirit and animation that enabled him to 
exhibit them to every advantage. He 
sang like a veritable Orpheus, and sen- 
sitive women had been known to faint 
under the excitement of his Moo-lee-wha, 
or national song. He even danced,— 
a most rare faculty in Pekin, as in all 
China,— but this was frowned upon, as 
immoral, by his family. Comely indeed 
he was, especially on state occasions, 
when he appeared in all the radiance 
of rosy health, overflowing spirits, and 
the richest crapes and satins,— decorated 
with the high order of the peacock’s 
feather, the red button, and numberless 
glittering ornaments of ivory and lapis- 
lazuli. Beloved or envied by all the 
men, and with all the women dying for 
him, he was fully able to appreciate the 
comforts of existence. Considering the 
homage universally accorded him, he was 
as little of a dandy as could reasonably 
be expected. 

His family connections were very ex- 
alted. All his relatives belonged to the 
Tse,—the learned and governing class. 
Tis father had been one of the Too- 
tche-yuen, a censor of the highest board, 
and was still a member of the council of 
ministerial Mandarins. His uncle was a 
personal noble, a prince, higher in rank 
than the best of the Mandarins, and di- 
rected the deliberations of the Ping-pu, 
the Council of War. Thus his station” 
gave him access to all the best society. 
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Tlis career was a path of roses. He 
never knew a sorrow. All were friendly 
to him, even the jealous, because it was 
the fashion. The doors of the mighty 
opened at his approach, and the smiles 
of the noble greeted him. He lived in 
an atmosphere of adulation, and yet re- 
sisted the more intoxicating influences 
of his dangerous elevation. Young as 
he was, he had penetrated the social 
surface, and, marking its many uncer- 
tainties, had laid out for himself a system 
of diplomacy which he believed best cal- 
culated to fortify him in his agreeable 
position of master of modes and dictator 
of fashionable publie opinion. 

The course he adopted was thoroughly 
effective. His sway was never disputed 
for a moment. He knew his personal 
charms, and determined to enhance their 
value by displaying them sparingly. Ac- 
cordingly, he began by refusing forty-nine 
out of every fifty public invitations,—his 
former habit having been to refuse but 
one in five. He appeared on the prom- 
enade only twice in three weeks, but on 
these occasions he always artfully con- 
trived to throw the community into the 
wildest excitement. One day, he ap- 
peared arrayed from head to foot in 
yellow Nankin, a color always consid- 
ered a special abomination in Pekin, but 
which was nevertheless instantly adopted 
by all the gallants about town,—a pro- 
ceeding which caused so much scandal 
that an imperial edict had to be issued, 
forbidding the practice in future. An- 
other time, he came out with an unparal- 
leled twist to his tail, the construction of 
which had oceupied his mind for some 
days, and which occasioned the death by 
suicide of three over-ambitions youths 
who found themselves unable to survive 
the mortification of an unsuccessful at- 
tempt to imitate it. Again, to the infinite 
horror of the Mandarins, he paraded 
himself one afternoon with decacuminated 
finger-nails, and came very near produc- 
ing a riot by his unwillingness to permit 
them to grow again, besides calling forth 
another imperial decree, threatening ig- 
nominious death to all nobles throughout 
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the empire who should encourage the 
practice. All these eccentricities serv- 
ed only to add to the consequence of the 
multipotent Mien-yaun. Then again, he 
was gifted with a bewitching smile; but 
he steadily refrained from making any 
use of it oftener than once a month, at 
which times the enthusiasm of his ad- 
herents knew no bounds, and it might 
have been supposed that all Pekin had 
adininistered unto itself a mild prepara- 
tion of laughing-gas, so universal were 
the grimaces. On very rare and distin- 
guished occasions, Mien-yaun permitted 
himself to be persuaded to sing; but as 
ladies sometimes swooned under his me- 
lodious influence, the natural goodness 
af his heart prevented him from frequent 
indulgence in the exercise of this aceom- 
plishment. 

It may naturally be supposed that the 
popular and fascinating young Chinese 
nobleman was the devoted object of 
much matrimonial speculation. Man- 
aging mammas and aspiring daughters 
gave the whole of their minds to him. 
To look forward to the possible hope 
of sharing through life his fortunes and 
his fame was the continual employment 
of many a high-born damsel. And they 
the more readily and unreservedly in- 
dulged these fancies, as nothing in the 
laws of China could prevent Mien-yaun 
from taking as many wives as he chose, 
provided he could support them all, and 
supply all their natural wants. But our 
hero knew his value. He was fully con- 
scious that a member of the Tse, a son 
of an ex-censor of the highest board, a 
nephew of a personal noble and the 
Secretary of War, and, above all, the 
brightest ornament of aristocratic society, 
was by no means the sort of person to 
throw himself lightly away upon any 
woman or any set of women. Te pre- 
ferred to wait. 

Ilis family had high hopes of him. He 
was largely gifted with filial piety, which 
is everything in China. Politics, relig- 
ion, literature, government, all rest upon 
the broad principle of filial piety. Being 
very filially pious, of course Mien-yaun 
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was eminent in all these varied accom- 
plishments. Consequently his family had 
a right to have high hopes of him. The 
great statesman, Kei-ying—who has very 
recently terminated a life of devoted pa- 
triotism and heroic virtues by a sublime 
death on the scaffold,—undertook his in- 
struction in Chinese politics. One lesson 
completed his education. ‘“ Lie, cheat, 
steal, and honor your parents,” were the 
elementary principles which Kei-ying 
inculcated. The readiness with which 
Mien-yaun mastered them inspired his 
tutor with a lively confidence in the 
young man’s future greatness. He was 
pronounced a rising character. His pop- 
ularity increased. Ts name was in 
everybody’s mouth. He shunned sovi- 
ety more sedulously than ever, and as- 
sumed new and loftier airs. Ie was 
seized with fits of ambition, each of 
which lasted a day, and then gave place 
to some new aspiration. First, he would 
be a poet; but, after a few hours’ labor, 
he declared the exertion of hunting up 
rhymes too great an exertion, Next, he 
would be a moral philosopher, and com- 
menced a work, to be completed in sixty 
volumes, on the Whole Duty of China- 
men; but he never got beyond the ele- 
mentary principles he had imbibed from 
Kei-ying. Again, he would become a 
great painter; but, having in an un- 
guarded moment permitted the claims 
of perspective to be recognized, he was 
discouraged from this attempt by a dep- 
utation of the first artists of the empire, 
who waited upon him, and with great 
respect laid before him the appalling 
effects that would inevitably follow any 
public recognition of perspective in paint- 
ing. Finally, he renounced all ambition 
but that of ruling his fellow-creatures 
with a rod more tyrannical than that of 
political authority, and more respected 
than the sceptre of government itself. 


Il. 


SATIATED with success, Mien-yaun at 
length became weary of the ceaseless 
round of flattering triumphs, and began 
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to lament that no higher step on the 
social stairease remained for him to 
achieve. Alas that discontent should 
so soon follow the realization of our 
brightest hopes! What, in this world, 
is enough? More than we have! Mien- 
yaun felt all the pangs of anxious aspira- 
tion, without knowing how to alleviate 
them. He was only conscious of a deep 
desolation, for which none of the ele- 
mentary principles he had learned from 
Kei-ying afforded the slightest consola- 
tion. He now avoided publicity from 
inclination, rather than from any syste- 
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attracted his notice but for a peculiat 


circumstance. A matron, well advanced 
in years, was violently beating a young 
and beautiful girl with a bit of bamboo ; 
and the peculiar circumstance that en- 
forced Mien-yaun’s interest was, that, as 
the maiden turned her fair face towards 
him, she smiled through her tears and 
telegraphed hima fragrant kiss, by means 
of her fair fingers. Naturally astounded, 
he paused, and gazed upon the pair. 
The younger female was the loveliest 
maid he had ever looked upon. She 
had the smallest eyes in the world, the 


matic plan of action. 


He dressed mostly most tempting, large, full, pouting lips, 
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spirit. He discarded the peacock’s feath- 
er, as an idle vanity, and always came 
forth among the world arrayed in ultra- 
marine gowns and cerulean petticoats. 
Ilis stockings, especially, were of the 
deepest, darkest, and most beautiful blue. 
The world of fashion saw, and was 
amazed; but in less than a week all 
Pekin had the blues. Annoyed at what 
a few months before he would have de- 
lighted in as another conyincing proof 
of his influential position, Mien-yaun fled 
the city, and sought relief in a cruise up 
and down the Peiho, in his private junk. 
As he neared the Gulf of Pe-tche-lee, 
the sea-breeze brought calm to his troub- 


led spirit and imparted renewed vigor to 
his wearied mind. A degree of resolu- 
tion, to which he had heretofore been a 
stranger, possessed him. His courage 
returned. He would go back to Pekin. 
He would renounce those vain pursuits 
in which he had passed his unworthy life. 
Henceforth he would strive for nobler 
aims. Something great and wonderful 
he certainly would accomplish,—the ex- 
act nature of which, however, he did not 
pause to consider. 

As he reéntered the city, he was ob- 
lized to pass through that quarter which 
is inhabited by the Kung,—the working 


s. His atten- 


and manufacturing class 
tion was suddenly arrested by feminine 
cries of distress; and, turning a corner, 
he came upon a domestic scene so com- 
mon in China that it would hardly have 
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of no reply ; and Mien-yaun was about 
to resume his way with a sigh, when the 
young lady insinuated a third osculatory 
hint, more penetrating than either of the 
others, and bestowed on him, besides, a 
most ravishing smile. He fluttered in- 
ternally, but sueceeded in preserving his 
outward immobility. He entered into 
conversation with the elderly female, ob- 

- serving that it was a fine day, and that 
it promised to continue so, although des- 
tiny was impenetrable, and clouds might 
overshadow the radiant face of Nature at 
any unexpected moment. To these and 
other equally profound and original re- 
marks the old woman graciously assented, 
and finally invited the young gentleman 
to partake of a cup of seau-tcheou. Now 
seau-tcheou, which is the most ardent of 
Chinese spirits, was Mien-yaun’s abom- 
ination ; but he concealed his disgust, 
and quietly observed that he should pre- 
fer a cup of tea. 

The old woman was delighted, and ran 
off to prepare the desired refreshment, 
so that Mien-yaun was at length reward- 
ed by the opportunity of a few private 
words with the daughter. 

“Tell me, Miss,” said he,—* why did 
the sweetest of lips perform their most 
delicate office when the brightest of eyes 
first turned upon me ?” 

The young lady, confused and blush- 
ing, answered, that the brilliancy of the 
jewel which Mien-yaun wore in his hat 
had dazzled her vision, and that she mis- 
took him for an intimate friend of her 
youth,—that was all. 

He knew this was a lie; but as lying 
was in exact accordance with the ele- 
mentary principles laid down by the 
learned Kei-ying, he was rather pleased 
by it. Moreover, it was a very pretty 
lie, worthy of so pretty a girl; and Mien- 
yaun, whose wits were fast leaving him, 
removed the jewel from his hat, and 
begged the maiden to accept it. She, 
declaring that she never could think of 
such a thing, deposited it in her bosom. 
Evidently the twain were on the brink 
of love; a gentle push only was needed 
to submerge them. 
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Mien-yaun speedily learned that his 
fair friend’s name was Ching-ki-pin ; that 
she was the daughter of a wealthy man- 
ufacturer, named Tching-whang, who 
owned extensive porcelain-factories at 
the North, and was besides a consider- 
able tobacco-planter; that her father 
was very kind to her, but that the old 
woman, who was not her own mother, 
treated her very cruelly; that her fa- 
ther married this ancient virago for her 
wealth, and now repented the rash step, 
but found it impossible to retrace it, as 
the law of China allows no divorces ex- 
cepting when the wife has parents living 
to receive and shelter her; and the ob- 
noxious woman being nearly a hundred 
years old herself, this was out of the 
question. When he had learned so 
much, they were interrupted by the re- 
appearance of the Antique, who brought 
with her the cup of tea, most carefully 
prepared. In deep abstraction, Mien- 
yaun seized it, and, instead of drinking 
the boiling beverage, poured it upon the 
old woman’s back, sealding her to such 
a degree that her shrieks resounded 
through the neighborhood. Then ‘drop- 
ping the cup upon the ground, he put 
his heel into it, and, with a burning 
glance of love at Ching-ki-pin, strode, 
melancholy, away. 


, Tir. 

Aut that night, Mien-yaun’s heart was 
troubled. The tranquillizing finger of 
Sleep never touched his eyelids. At 
earliest dawn he arose, and devoted some 
hours to the consideration of his costume. 
Never before had he murmured at his 
wardrobe ; now everything seemed un- 
worthy of the magnitude of the occasion. 
Finally, after many doubts and inward 
struggles, and much bewilderment and 
desperation, the thing was done. He 
issued forth in a blaze of splendor, pre- 
ceded by two servants bearing rare and 
costly presents. Tis raiment was a mas- 
terpiece of artistic effect. THe wore furs 
from Russia, and cotton from Bombay ; 
his breast sparkled with various orders of 
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nobility ; his slippers glistened with gems; 
his hat was surmounted with the waving 
feather of the peacock. Turning neither 
to the right nor to the left, he made his 
way to the residence of Tching-whang. 
At the portal he paused, and sent in 
before him his card,—a sheet of bright 
red paper,—with a list of the presents he 
designed to offer the family whose ac- 
quaintance he desired to cultivate. 

As he had expected, his reception was 
most cordial. Though his person was 
unknown, the magic of his name was 
not unfelt, even in the regions of the 
Kung. <A prince of the peacock’s feather 
was no common visitor to the home of 
a plebeian manufacturer; and when that 
prince was found to be in addition the 
leader of the fashions and the idol of 
the aristocracy, the marvel assumed a 
miraculous character. The guest was 
ushered in with many low obevisances. 
Ilow the too gay Ching-ki-pin regretted 
those unlucky telegraphic kisses! What 
would he think of her? She, too, had 
passed a most unquiet night, but had 
been able to relieve her feelings to some 
extent at the sewing-circle, which had 
met at her home, and at which she pour- 
ed into the eager ears of her young com- 
panions rapturous accounts of the bean- 
ty, elegance, dignity, and tenderness of 
the enchanting stranger, and displayed 
before their dazzled eyes the lustrous 
jewel he had presented to her. Taving 
excited a great deal of envy and jealousy, 
she was able to rest more in peace than 
would otherwise have been possible. But 
she had never dreamed of the real rank 
of her admirer. It came upon her like a 
lightning-flash, and almost reduced her 
to a condition of temporary distraction. 
As for the mother-in-law, she would infal- 
libly have gone off into hysterics, but for 
the pain in her back, which the barbers 
—who are also the physicians in China 
—had not been able to allay. But the 
sight of a peacock’s feather under her 
roof was better than balin to her tortured 
spine. Tching-whang lost his presence 
of mind altogether, and violated the com- 
mon decencies of life by receiving his 
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visitor with his hat off, and taking the 
proffered presents with one hand,—the 
other being occupied in pulling his ear, 
to assure himself he was not dreaming. 

Mien-yaun spoke. His voice fell like 
soft music on the ears of his hosts, and 
went straight to the innermost core of 
Ching-ki-pin’s heart. He had come, he 
said, to give utterance to his deep grief 
at the mishap of yesterday, the recollec- 
tion of which had harrowed his soul. ‘The 
thought of that venerable blistered back 
had taken away his repose, and seriously 
interfered with his appetite. At the same 
time he could not forget his own great 
loss, occasioned by the unlucky spilling 
of the precious cup. He was sure that 
Madam, in the kindness of her heart, 
would overlook his fault, and consent to 
bestow on him another cheering, but not 
inebriating draught. 

The Antique was overcome by so 
much condescension. She could not say 
a word. Tvhing-whang, too, remained 
paralyzed. But the beauteous Ching-ki- 
pin, who had recovered her composure, 
answered with the sweetest air imagina- 
ble, and succeeded in winding another 
amorous chain around the already sulli- 
ciently-enslaved heart of her lover. 

Presently the ice of constraint was 
broken, and the Antique, having once 
put her foot in it, plunged off into con- 
yersation with remarkable vigor. She 
entertained Mien-yaun with a detailed 
account of her family trials, so intermina- 
ble, that, with all his politeness, the young 
noble could not avoid gaping desperate- 
ly. Tching-whang, observing his visitor's 
strait, interposed. 

« What the women have lost in their 
feet, they have added to their tongues,” 
said he, quoting a Chinese proverb of 
great popularity. 

As the Antique persisted, her husband 
gently reminded her that excessive talk- 
ativeness is an allowed ground for divorce 
in China, and, by suggesting the idea 
that she might possibly become the dis- 
membered fragment of a shattered union, 
at length succeeded in shaming her into 
silence. 


1859.] 


This Tching-whang was a fine old fel- 
low. He was not a bit fashionable, and 
Mien-yaun liked him the better for it. 
He had been educated by the bamboo, 
and not by masters in the arts of courte- 
sy. But he was a shrewd, cunning, jolly 
old Chinaman, and was evidently perfect- 
ly familiar with the elementary principles 
according to Kei-ying. After an animat- 
ed discussion of some ten minutes, it would 
have been difficult to determine which of 
the two gentlemen was most deeply im- 
bued with a sense of the righteousness of 
the elementary principles. 

After a proper time had elapsed, Mien- 
yaun was permitted the luxury of a pri- 
vate chat with his charmer. What sighs, 
what smiles, what pleasing tremors, what 
soft murmurings, what pressings of the 
hand and throbbings of the heart were 
there! The Antique, who watched the 
course of proceedings through a con- 
tiguous keyhole, subsequently declared 
that she had never in all her life wit- 
nessed so affecting a spectacle, and she 
was prevented from giving way to her 
excessive agitation only by the thought’ 
that the interruption might seriously en- 
danger her daughter-in-law’s prospects. 
The lovers, unconscious of scrutiny, made 
great progress. Some doubt appeared at 
one time to exist as to which had first ex- 
perienced the budding passion which had 
now blossomed so profusely ; but in due 
time it was settled that both had suffered 
love at precisely the same moment, and 
that the first gleam of the other's eye 
had kindled the flame in the bosom of 
each. 

Towards evening, the Antique came 
in with a cup of tea worthy to excite a 
poet’s inspiration, —and poets in China 
have sung the delights of tea, and writ- 
ten odes to teacups, too, before now. 
Mien-yaun sipped it with an air of 
high-breeding that neither Ching-ki-pin 
nor her respectable mother-in-law had 
ever seen before. Soon after, the en- 
amored couple parted, with many fond 
protestations of faith, avowed and be- 
trothed lovers. 

Mien-yaun went home in an amatory 
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eestasy, and immediately exploded four 
bunches of crackers and blazed a Bengal 
light, as a slight token of his infinite hap- 
piness. 


Iy. 


Aut Pekin was in an uproar. That is 
to say, the three thousand eminent indi- 
viduals who composed the aristocracy had 
nearly lost their wits. The million anda 
half of common people were, of course, 
of no account. Mien-yaun had given out 
that he was about to be married ; but to 
whom, or to how many, remained a mys- 
tery. No further intelligence passed his 
lips. Consequently, in less than twenty- 
four hours there were four hundred and 
fifty persons who knew the lady’s name, 
as many more who had conversed with 
her upon the subject, twice as many who 
knew the day on which the ceremony 
was to take place, at least one thousand 
who had been invited to assist, and an 
infinitely greater number who simply 
shook their heads. In two days the 
names of some hundreds of young and 
comely damsels were popularly accepted 
as the chosen future partner of the ¢lass 
of fashion and the mould of form. Fifty 
different days and hours were fixed as 
the appointed time. All the most noted 
bonzes in Pekin were in turn declared 
to be the fortunate sacred instrument by 
which the union was to be effected. In 
the course of a week, public feeling reach- 
ed such a height that business was neg- 
lected and property declined in value. 
A panic was feared. Mien-yaun shut 
himself up, and did not stir abroad for a 
month, lest he should be tracked, and his 
secret discovered. He contrived, how- 
ever, to maintain a constant correspon- 
dence with the light of his soul. 

He was a little disturbed to find that 
his much revered father, the ex-censor 
of the highest board, took no notice of 
what was going on, and never alluded 
to the subject in any manner. Mien- 
yaun was too deeply impressed with a 
sense of filial obligation. to intrude his 
humble affairs upon the old gentleman’s 
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distinguished notice; so he let matters 
take their course, and said nothing. 


Y. 


Tur New Year drew nigh,—season of 
unrestrained pleasure, festival-time of the 
nation. "Twas the custom of the aristo- 
eratic denizens of Pekin to celebrate the 
New Year in a very peculiar manner,— 
a manner which the most eccentric peo- 
ple in the world alone could have de- 
vised. The women were all constrained 
to stay at home and prepare feasts of 
every delicacy and variety for the men, 
who were accustomed to rise from their 
beds at an early hour in the morning, 
and start incontinently upon a distracted 
course of visiting, which occupied them 
until nearly midnight. 
than thirty seconds in one house was the 
grossest breach of decorum, and to make 
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less than one hundred calls during the 
day was a sign of utter disregard for the 
regulations of society. Moreover, at each 
call, it was considered an imperative duty 
to devour a morsel of food and to swallow 
a hasty cup of sam-shu. In consequence 
of these habits, the men who went out 
empty in the morning found themselves 
before evening stuffed more tremendously 
than were the early French missionaries 
who undertook to write veracious ac- 
counts of Chinese morals and manners; 
and those few who possessed any wits at 
the start contrived to scatter them broad- 
cast in a very few hours. One hundred 
or more cups of sam-shu, drunk at regu- 
lar intervals throughout the day, had the 
inevitable effect of reducing everybody 
to a common level of intoxication, from 
which it was considered impolite to re- 
cover in less than two days; so that the 
New Year’s sports were, in fact, conse- 
crated to Bacchus, or the corresponding 
Chinese deity, and the Feast of Lanterns, 
by which name this annual merry-making 
is usually designated, was nothing more 
than a universal national frolic. Some 
distinguished ethnologists, indeed, have 
discovered a singular coincidence in the 
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fact, that the immense lanterns used by 
the Chinese in these orgies are made 
entirely of horn, and insist that the pro- 
verbial phrase of taking a horn had its 
origin in this custom, the prelude, as it 
always is, of measureless sam-shu. <A 
paper on this subject has been prepared 
by a certain learned doctor, who stead- 
ily refuses to make it public until the 
meeting of the next Scientific Congress, 
lest, as he says, the envious and unscru- 
pulous professors of a neighboring college 
should avail themselves of his ideas, as 
they have before done, and cheat him 
out of a well-deserved immortality. 

Mien-yaun’s refined tastes revolted at 
this degrading manner of commemorating 
the birth of the New Year. He resolved 
to put his great popularity and influence 
to the test, and use his best endeavors 
to turn aside his countrymen from their 
foolish ways. Ah, more foolish Mien- 
yaun! you may uproot a nation’s preju- 
dices, soften its passions, upset its poli- 
tics— anything but make it sensible of 
its follies. That you can never do. For 
a time, perhaps, your counsels may pre- 
yail; but the returning tide will sweep 
alike your influence and yourself away. 
But Mien-yaun’s hopes were high. He 
had never suffered a reverse, and he 
never doubted his ability to accomplish 
all that he might undertake. 

Three days before the Feast of Lan- 
terns, when all Pekin was laying in great 
stores of eatables and drinkables, and 
speculating largely on the prospective 
delights of unlimited sam-shu and soup, 
Mien-yaun issued invitations for his wed- 
ding. Ten secretaries had been employ- 
ed the whole of the previous night in 
transcribing the notes on delicate red 
paper tinged with gold. Upwards of a 
thousand guests were expected; for who, 
that could be present, would fail to wit- 
ness so important an event as the nup- 
tials of the reigning prince of fashion ? 
The ceremony was to take place in the 
magnificent gardens attached to the resi- 
dence of Mien-yaun’s father, where many 
a festival had before been held. But this 
was to outshine them all in splendor. 
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There were lanterns without number, 
and of the largest size; there were the 
richest and most luxurious couches dis- 
posed about for the general comfort ; 
there were consultations of cooks, headed 
by a professor from Ning-po, a city famed 
throughout China for its culinary perfec- 
tion, with a view to producing an unri- 
valled gastronomic sensation; there were 
tailors who tortured their inventive brains 
to realize the ideal raiment which Mien- 
yaun desired to appear in. The panic 
ceased as suddenly as it had arisen. A 
little while ago, and there was a surplus 
of supply and no demand; now, the de- 
mand far exceeded the supply. Artists 
in apparel were driven frantic. In three 
days the entire fashionable world of Pe- 
kin had to be new clad, and well clad, 
for the great occasion. One tailor, in 
despair at his inability to execute more 
than the tenth of his commissions, went 
and drowned himself in the Peiho River, 
a proceeding which did not at all dimin- 
ish the public distress. The loss of the 
tailor was nothing, to be sure, but his 
death was a fatal blow to the hopes of at 
least a hundred of the first families. As 
for the women, they were beside them- 
selves, and knew not which way to turn. 
It was evident that nothing had occurred 
within a half-century to create anything 
like the excitement that existed. Mien- 
yaun’s prospects of eternal potency never 
seemed so cheering. 

All this time, our hero’s father, the ex- 
censor of the highest board, preserved a 
profound silence. 


VIE 


Tur three days passed so rapidly, that 
even Mien-yaun’s anxiety, great as it 
was, could hardly keep pace with the 
swift hours. The morning of the New 
Year came. For the first time in his 
life, the dictator of fashion lost his mind. 
His head whirled like a tee-to-tum, and 
his pulses beat sharp and irregular as 
the detonations of a bundle of crackers. 
He was obliged to resign himself to fate 
and his valet, and felt compelled to have 
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recourse to many cups of tea to calm 
his fevered senses. At length it became 
necessary for him to descend to the gar- 
dens. Nerving himself by a powertul ef 
fort, he advanced among his guests. 
What a gorgeous array of rank and 
beauty was there! The customary calls 
of the New Year had been forgotten. 
Curiosity had alike infected all, and the 
traditionary commemoration of two thou- 
sand years was for the first time neg- 
Why this tremor at our hero's 
Was he not lord of all that he 
Reigned he not yet with un- 
Or was it that an unde- 


lected. 
heart ? 
surveyed ? 
disputed sway ? 
fined presentiment of dire misfortune had 
settled upon him? He strove to banish 
his melancholy, but with slight success. 

His troubled air did not escape the 
scrutinizing eyes of the company. The 
women whispered; the men shook their 
heads. But all greeted him with en- 
thusiasm, and asked after his bride with 
eagerness. 

A crash of gongs was heard. The gates 
of a pavilion flew open, and the beauteous 
Ching-ki-pin stepped forth, glowing with 
loveliness and hope. As she stood an 
instant timidly on the portal, she seemed 
almost a divinity,—at least, Mien-yaun 
thought so. Iler sweet face was sur- 
mounted by a heavy coronet of black 
hair, plaited to perfection, and glistening 
with gum. Iler little eyes beamed loy- 
ingly on her betrothed, and a flush of 
expectancy overspread her countenance. 
I[er costume was in the best Chinese 
taste. An embroidered tunic of silk fell 
from her neck almost to her ankles, and 
just temptingly revealed the spangled 
trowsers and the richly jewelled slip- 
A murmur of admiration diffused 
itself around. ‘Then followed many anx- 
ious inquiries. Who was she ? Whence 
came she? To whom belonged she? 
Her face was strange to all that high- 
born throng. In a minute, however, her 
father appeared, bearing on his arm the 
Antique, who looked more hideous than 
ever. A flash of intelligence quivered 
through the multitude. Many of the 
nobility purchased their porcelain and 
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tobacco of Tching-whang, and recogniz- 
ed him immediately. It is astonishing 
how like lightning unpleasant facts do 
fly. In less than two minutes, every 
soul in the gardens knew that Mien- 
yaun, the noble, the princely, the loftily- 
descended, the genteel, was going to mar- 
ry a tradesman’s daughter. 

Now that the great secret was out, 
everybody had thought so. Some had 
been sure of it. Others had told you so. 
It was the most natural thing in the world. 
Where there was so much mystery, there 
must, of necessity, be some peculiar rea- 
son for it. A great many had always 
thoneht him a little crazy. In fact, the 
whole tide of publie sentiment instantly 
turned. Mien-yaun, without knowing it, 
was dethroned. Upstarts, who that morn- 
ing had trembled at his frown, and had 
very properly deemed themselves un- 
worthy to braid his tail, now swept by 
him with swaggering insolence, as if to 
compensate in their new-found freedom 
for the years of social enslavement they 
had been subjected to. Leers and shrugs 
and spiteful whispers circulated exten- 
sively. But the enraptured Mien-yaun, 
blind to everything except his own over- 
whelming happiness, saw and heard them 
not. 

Little time was afforded for these pri- 
vate expressions of amiable feeling. ‘The 
grand repast was declared ready, and the 
importance of this announcement over- 
weighed, for a short period, the claims 
of scandal and ill-nature. The company 
quickly found their way to the tables, 
which, as the “Pekin Gazette” of the 
next morning said, in describing the /¢/e, 
“Jiterally groaned beneath the weight of 
the delicacies with which they were load- 
ed.” The consultations of the Ning-po 
cook and his confederates had produced 
great results. The guests seated them- 
selves, and delicately tasted the slices of 
goose and shell-fish, and the pickled ber- 
ries, and prawns, and preserves, which 
always compose the prefatory course of 
a Chinese dinner of high degree. Then 
porcelain plates and spoons of the finest 
quality, and ivory chopsticks tipped with 
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pearl, were distributed about, and the 
birds’-nest soup was brought on. After 
a sufficient indulgence in this luxury, 
came sea-slugs, and shark stews, and 
crab salad, all served with rich and ge 
latinous sauces, and cooked to a charm. 
Ducks’ tongues and deers’ tendons, from 
Tartary, succeeded, with stewed fruits 
Every known 
and some unknown luxuries were lavishly 
provided. The Ning-po cook had invent 
ed a new dish expressly for the occasion, 
—* Baked ice & la Ching-ki-pin,”—which 
was highly esteemed. The ice was en- 
veloped in a crust of fine pastry, and 
introduced into the oven; the paste be- 
ing baked before the ice—thus protected 
from the heat —had melted, the aston- 
ished visitors had the satisfaction of biting 
through a burning crust, and instantly 
cooling their palates with the grateful 
contents. The Chinese never cook ex- 
cept on substantial principles; and it was 
the principle of contrast which regulated 
this sublime chef-d’@uvre. of the Ning-po 
artist. 

Of course, the rarest beverages were 
not wanting. A good dinner without 
good wine is nought. Useless each with- 
out the other. Those whose fancy rested 
upon medicated Mqgueurs found them in 
every variety. Those who placed a high- 
er yalue upon plain light wines had no 
reason to complain of the supply set be- 
fore them. Those whose unconquerable 
instinct impelled them to the more invig- 
orating sam-shu had only to make known 
their natural desires. As the feast pro- 
gressed, and the spirits of the company 
rose, the charms of music were added to 


and mucilaginous gravy. 


the delights of appetite. A band of sing- 
song girls gently beat their tom-toms, and 
earolled in soft and soothing strains. As 
they finished, a general desire to hear 
Mien-yaun was expressed. Willing, in- 
deed, he was, and, after seven protesta- 
tions that he could not think upon it, 
each fainter than the other, he suffered 
himself to be prevailed over, and, ecast- 
ing a fond look upon his betrothed, he 
rose, and sang the following verses from 
the Shee-king,—a collection of odes four 
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thousand years old, and, consequently, 
of indisputable beauty :— 


“The peach-tree, how graceful! how fair! 
How blooming, how pleasant its leaves! 
Such is a bride when she enters to share 
The home of her bridegroom, and every care 
Her family from her receives.” * 


Vil. 


Tue festivities were at their height, the 
sam-shu was spreading its benign influ- 
ences over thé guests, the deep delight of 
satiated appetite possessed their bosoms, 
when the entrance of a stern and fat old 
gentleman arrested universal attention. 
It was the respected father of Mien-yaun, 
the ex-censor of the highest board, and 
Councillor of the Empire. The company 
rose to greet him; but he, with gracious 
suavity, begged them not to discompose 
themselves. Approaching that part of 
the table occupied by the bridal party, 
he laid his hand upon his heart, and 
assured Tching-whang that he was una- 
ble to express the joy he felt at seeing 
him and his family. 

Mien-yaun’s father was a perfect mas- 
ter of the elementary principles. 

Turning then to his son, he pleasantly 
requested him to excuse himself to the 
assemblage, and follow him for a few 
minutes to a private apartment. 

As soon as they were alone, the adipose 
ex-censor of the highest board said :— 
“ My son, have you thought of wedding 
this maiden ?” 

“ Nothing shall divert me from that 
purpose, O my father,” confidently an- 
swered Mien-yaun. 

“Nothing but my displeasure,” said 


* The following is Sir William Jones's less 
literal and more poetic paraphrase of the 
same selection :— 


“Gay child of Spring, the garden’s queen, 
Yon peach-tree charms the roving sight: 
Its fragrant leaves how richly green ! 
Its blossoms how divinely bright ! 


* So softly smiles the blooming bride 
By love and conscious virtue led 
O’er her new mansion to preside, 
And placid joys around her spread.” 
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the ex-censor of the highest board. “ You 
will not marry her.” 

Mien-yaun was thunderstruck. When 
he had said that nothing should awe him 
from the career of his humor, he had 
never contemplated the appalling con- 
tingency of the interposition of paternal 
authority. He wept, he prayed, he rav- 
ed, he gnashed his teeth, he tore out as 
much of his hair as was consistent with 
appearances. He went through all the va- 
rious manifestations of despair, but with- 
out producing the slightest effect upon 
the inexorable ex-censor of the highest 
board. That worthy official briefly ex- 
plained his objections to a union between 
his son, the pride and joy of the Tse, and 
a daughter of one of the Kung, and then, 
taking the grief-stricken lover by the 
hand, he led him back to the gardens. 

“ Good friends,” said he, “my son has 
just conyeyed to me his lively apprecia- 
tion of the folly he was about to commit. 
He renounces all connection with the 
black-haired daughter of the Kung, whom 
he now wishes a very good evening.” 

And the ex-censor of the highest board 
gravely and gracefully bowed the family 
of Tching-whang out of the premises. 
The moment they crossed the threshold, 
Mien-yaun and Ching-ki-pin went into a 
simultaneous fit. 


Vil. 


Mren-yaun now abandoned himself 
to grief. He laid away the peacock’s 
feather on a lofty shelf, and took to 
cotton breeches. Mien-yaun in cotton 
breeches! What stronger confirmation 
could be needed of his utter desolation ? 
As he kept himself strictly secluded, he 
knew nothing of the storm of ridicule 
that was sweeping his once illustrious 
name diseracefully through the city. He 
knew not that a popular but unscrupu- 
lous novelist had caught up the sad story 
and wrought it into three thrilling vol- 
umes,—nor that an enterprising dramatist 
had constructed a closely-written play in 
five acts, founded on the event, and call- 
ed “ The Judgment of Taoli, or Vanity 
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Rebuked,” which had been prepared, 


rehearsed, and put upon the stage by 
the second night after the occurrence. 
He would gladly have abdicated the 
throne of fashion; he cared nothing for 
that ;—but it was well that he was spared 
the humiliation of seeing his Ching-ki- 
pin'’s name held up to public scorn; 
that would have destroyed the feeble 
remains of intellect which yet inhabited 
his bewildered brain. 

Occasionally he would address the most 
piteous entreaties to his cruel parent, but 
always unavailingly. Te had not the 
spirit to show resentnent, even if the el- 
ementary principles would have permit- 
ted it. The reaction of his life had come. 
This first great sorrow had completely 
overwhelmed him, and, like most young 
persons in the agony of a primal disap- 
pointment, he believed that the world 
had now no charms for him, and that in 
future his existence would be little better 
than a long sad bore. He looked back 
upon his career of gaudy magnilicence 
without regret, and felt like a blasé but- 
terfly, who would gladly return to the 
sober obscurity of the chrysalis. Te 
found that wealth and_ station, though 
they might command the admiration of 
the world, could not insure him happi- 
ness; and he thought how readily he 
would resign all the gifts and glories 
which Fortune had showered on him 
for the joyous hope, could he dare to 
indulge it, of a cottage on the banks 
of the Grand Canal, with his darling 
Ching-ki-pin at his side. 

Thus passed away some months. At 
last, one day, he ventured forth, in hope 
of meeting some former friend, in whose 
confiding ear he might whisper his many 
sorrows. IIe had not proceeded twenty 
paces before a group of young gallants, 
who in earlier days had teen the hum- 
blest of his satellites, brushed rudely by 
him, without acknowledging his courteous 
salutation. Thinking that anguish might 
have changed his features beyond recog- 
nition, he walked on, and soon met one 
with whom his intimacy had been unlim- 
ited. He paused, and accosted him. 
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The other stared coldly upon him, said 
he had a faint remembrance of Mien- 
yaun, but Mien-yaun was passé now, 
since that affair with old Tching-whang’s 
daughter, and he must really be excused 
from entering into conversation with any 
one so excessively behind the fashionable 
times. 

Mien-yaun seized the offender by the 
tail, whirled him violently to the ground, 
and strode haughtily back to his home, 
whence he could not be persuaded to 
stir, until after the occurrence of a very 
remarkable event. 


TX. 


Wueyn Mien-yaun had pined nearly 
half away, and was considering within 
himself whether it was expedient to com- 
mence upon the other half, word was 
brought to him, one day, that his father, 
whom he had not seen for some weeks, 
had met with an accident. Further in- 
quiry revealed the fact, that the worthy 
ex-censor of the highest board had so far 
forgotten himself as to sneeze in the pres 
ence of the Emperor; and as nothing in 
the elementary principles could be found 
to justify so gross a breach of etiquette, 
the ex-censor’s head had been struck off 
by the public executioner, and his prop- 
erty, which was immense, had been con- 
fiscated to the state. Some of Mien-yaun’s 
friends, who had sedulotisly shunned him 
for six months, lost no time in hasten- 
ing to him with the agreeable intelli- 
gence that he was an orphan and a pau- 
per. After kicking them out of doors, he 
sat down and pondered upon the matter 

On the whole, he saw no great cause 
for grief. The Chinese law, which is 
strict in the enforcement of all duties of 
a son to a living parent, does not com- 
pel excessive lamentation for the dead. 
Mien-yaun could not but perceive that 
the only obstacle to his union with Ching 
ki-pin was now removed. The sudden 
flood of joy which this thought gave rise 
to came very near upsetting him again, 
and he had to resort to an opium-pipe 
to quict his nerves. He attended per 
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sonally to the ceremonies of interring the 
decollated deceased, and then shut him- 
self up for a week, to settle his mind. 

At the expiration of this time, he start- 
ed out, one early morning, alone and in 
humble garb, to seek his lost love. He 
threaded the familiar streets, and, with 
heart beating high in delightful expecta- 
tion, he stood before the door of ‘Tching- 
whang’s mansion. He entered, and found 
the Antique alone. 

Then followed a woful scene. The 

Antique began by informing him that 
Mien-yaun rich and famous, and Mien- 
yaun poor and in disgrace, were two 
very different persons. She went on to 
sshow that things were not now as they 
used to be,—that, though her daughter- 
in-law had permitted his addresses when 
he was in prosperity, she could not think 
of listening to them under the present 
circumstances. Pei was one thing, and 
pin was another. She concluded by ree- 
ommending him, as he seemed in distress, 
to take a dose of gin-seng and go to bed. 
After which she opened the door, and 
gently eliminated him. 


xX. 


Derren than ever plummet sounded 
was Mien-yaun’s wretchedness now. Des- 
peration took possession of him. Nothing 
prevented him from severing his carotid 
artery but the recollection that only the 
vulgar thus disposed of themselves. He 
thought of poison, whose sale was present 
death in Pekin, according to established 
law. Suicide by poison being a forbid- 
den luxury, it recommended itself nimbly 
unto Mien-yaun’s senses. He did re- 
member an apothecary whose poverty, 
if not his will, would consent to let him 
have a dram of poison. He was about 
acting on this inspiration, when a mes- 
sage was brought to him from Tching- 
whang, that, at his daughter’s most ear- 
nest prayer, one solitary interview would 
be permitted the lovers. 

Like an arrow, Mien-yaun flew to the 
arms of Ching-ki-pin. She was, then, 
true to him. She told him so; she swore 
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it. Ifope revived. He thought no long- 
er of the apothecary. Since Ching-ki-pin 
was faithful, he asked no higher bliss. 

A hundred plans were discussed, and 
all declared ineffectual to accomplish 
their union. Still they suggested im- 
practicabilities. : 

“ Let us run away,” said Mien-yaun. 

“Think of my feet,” said Ching-ki-pin, 
reproachfully ;—“am I a Hong-Kong 
woman, that I should run ?” 

It is only in Hong-Kong that the Chi- 
nese women permit their feet to gfow. 

Mien-yaun was full of heroic resolu- 
tions. Iitherto, besides being born great, 
he had had greatness thrust upon him. 
Now he would achieve greatness. Tle 
would secure not ouly wealth, but also 
a more enduring fame than he had be- 
fore enjoyed. Ie saw many avenues to 
eminence opening before him. IIe would 
establish a periodical devoted to pictorial 
civilization. If civilization did not bring 
it success, he would illustrate great crimes 
and deadly horrors, in the highest style 
of Art, and thus command the attention 
of the world. Or he would establish a 
rival theatre. Two playhouses already 
existed in Pekin, each controlled by men 
of high integrity, great tact, and unde- 
nied claims to public support. Ie would 
overturn all that. Ie would start with- 
out capital, sink immense sums, pay no- 
body, ruin his company, and retire in 
triumph. Or he would become a suc- 
cessful politician, which was easier than 
all, for nothing was needed in this career 
but strong lungs and a eyclopwedia. Many 
other methods of achieving renown did he 
rehearse, all of which seemed feasible. 

Ching-ki-pin, too, thought she might 
do something to acquire wealth. She 
painted beautifully, with no sign of per- 
spective to mar her artistic productions. 
She warbled like a nightingale. She 
understood botany better than the great 
Chin-nong, who discovered in one day 
no less than seventy poisonous plants, 
and their seventy antidotes. Could she 
not give lessons to select classes of young 
ladies in all these several accomplish- 


ments? She was dying to do something 
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to help defeat the machinations of their 
evil Quei-shin, the mother-in-law. 

Finally, without coming to any partic- 
ular conclusion, and after interchanging 
eternal vows, they parted much comfort- 
ed, and looking forward to a brighter 
future. 


XI. 


Mrrex-yaun went to his home,—no 
longer the splendid mansion of his early 
days, but a poor cottage, in an obscure 
quarter of the city. As he threw himself 
upon a bench, a sharp bright thought 
flashed across his mind. Wis brain ex- 
panded with a sudden poetic ecstasy. 
He seized upon a fresh white sheet, and 
quickly covered it with the mute symbols 
of his fancy. Another sheet, and yet 
another. Faster than his hand could 
record them, the burning thoughts crowd- 
ed upon him. No hesitation now, as in 
his former efforts to effect his rhymes. 
Experience had taught him how to think, 
and much suffering had filled his bosom 
with emotions that longed to be express- 
ed. Still he wrote on. Towards mid- 
nicht be Iiekod of b js-shoeso nedLisrate__ 

read it. He underwent a new sensation, 
and, in the exuberance of his delight, 
summoned the author to a grand feast. 

When the Antique heard of this, she 

swallowed her chopsticks in a fit of 
rage and spite, and died of suffocation. 

Mien-yaun was then satisfied. He went 

to the dinner. The noble and the mighty 
again lavished their attentions upon him, 
but he turned from them with disgust. 

He saw through the flimsy tissue of flat- 

tery they would fain cast over his eyes. 

The most appetizing delicacies were set 

before him, but, like a true poet, he re- 
fused to take anything but biscuits and 
soda-water. As neither of these articles 
had been provided, he consented to re- 
gale himself with a single duck’s tongue. 

In short, he behaved so singularly, and 

gave himself so many airs, that every- 

body present, from the Emperor to the 
cook, was ready to bow down and wor- 
ship him. 
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publisher. THis poem was enthusiastical- 
ly accepted. In a week, it was issued 
anonymously, although the author’s name 
was universally known the same day. 

As Mien-yaun himself was afterwards 
accustomed to say,—after six months of 
ignominious obscurity, he awoke one 
morning and found himself famous! 

In two days the first edition was ex- 
hausted, and a second, with illustrations, 
was called for. In two more, it became 
necessary to issue a third, with a biogra- 
phy of the author, in which it was shown 
that Mien-yaun was the worst-abused in- 
dividual in the world, and that Pekin had 
forever dishonored itself by ill-treating 
the greatest genius that city had ever 
produced. In the fourth edition, which 
speedily followed, the poet’s portrait ap- 
peared. 

It was soon found that Mien-yaun’s 
poem was a versified narration of his 
own experiences, There was the ro- 
mantie youth, the beautiful maiden, the 
obdurate papa, the villanous mother-in- 
law, and the shabby public. This dis- 
covery augmented its popularity, and ten 
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At the close of the repast, the Emper- 
or begged to be informed in what way 
he could be permitted to testify his ap- 
preciation of the towering talents of his 
gifted subject. 

“Son of Heaven,” answered Mien- 
yaun, “grant me only the hand in mar- 
riage of my beauteous Ching-ki-pin. No 
other ambition have 1.” 

The Emperor was provoked at the 
modesty of the demand. In truth, he 
would have been glad to see the young 
poet united to one of his own daughters. 
But his imperial word was pledged, — 
and as Mien-yaun willed it, so it was. 


XIL. 


Tuer home is a little cottage on the 
bank of the Peiho; finery never enters 
it, and neatness never leaves it. The 
singing of birds, the rustling of the 
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breeze, the murmuring of the waters 
are the only sounds that they hear. 
Their window will shut, and their door 
open,—but to wise men only; the wicked 
shun it. Truth dwells in their hearts, 


innocence guides their actions. Glory 
has no more charms for them than 


wealth, and all the pleasures of the 
world cost them not a single wish. The 
enjoyment of ease and solitude is their 
chief concern. Leisure strounds them, 
and discord shuns them. They con- 
template the. heavens and are fortified. 
They look on the earth and are com- 
forted. They remain in the world with- 
out being of it. One day leads on an- 
other, and one year is followed by 
another; the last will conduct them 
sale to their eternal rest, and they will 
have lived for one another.* 

* The concluding lines are from a modern 
Chinese poem. 


JOY-MONTII. 


Ou, HARK to the brown thrush! hear how he sings! 
How he pours the dear pain of’ his gladness ! 

What a gush! and from out what golden springs ! 
What a rage of how sweet madness | 


And golden the buttercup blooms by the way, 
A song of the joyous ground ; 

While the melody rained from yonder spray 
Is a blossom in fields of sound. 


Tow glisten the eyes of the happy leaves ! 
Tlow whispers each blade, * I am blest !” 
Rosy heaven his lips to flowered earth gives, 


With the costliest bliss of his breast. 


Pour, pour of the wine of thy heart, O Nature, 


By eups of field and of sky, 


By the brimming soul of every creature ! — 
Joy-mad, dear Mother, am 1! 


Tongues, tongues for my joy, for my joy | more tongues ! — 
Oh, thanks to the thrush on the tree, 
To the sky, and to all earth’s blooms and songs ! 


They utter the heart in me. 
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THE HARBOR OF HAVANA. 


As we have said, there were some of- 
ficial mysteries connected with the arri- 
yal of our steamer in Nassau; but these 
did not compare with the visitations ex- 
perienced in Havana. As soon as we 
had dropped anchor, a swarm of dark 
creatures came on board, with gloomy 
brows, mulish noses, and suspicious eyes. 
This application of Spanish flies proves 
irritating to the good-natured captain, 
and uncomfortable to all of us. All pos- 
sible documents are produced for their 
satisfaction,—bill of lading, bill of health, 
and so on. Still they persevere in tor- 
menting the whole ship’s crew, and re- 
gard us, when we pass, with all the ha- 
tred of race in their rayless cyes.  “ Is it 
a crime,” we are disposed to ask, “to 
have a fair Saxon skin, blue eyes, and 
red’ blood ?” ‘Truly, one would seem to 
think so; and the first glance at this his- 
torical race makes clear to us the Inqui- 
sition, the Conquest of Granada, and the 
ancient butcheries of Alva and Pizarro. 

As Havana is an unco uncertain place 


far aneammadatioans wo da nat wn an 


forward, where the sailors are playing 
leap-frog and dancing fore-and-afters. 
I have a genuine love of such common 
sights, and am quite absorbed by the 
good fun before me, when a solemn voice 
sounds at my left, and, looking round, 
I perceive Can Grande, who has come 
up to explain to me the philosophy of the 
sailor’s dances, and to unfold his theory 
of amusements, as far as the narrow area 
of one little brain (mine, not his) will 
permit. His monologue, and its inter- 
ruptions, ran very much as follows :— 

JI.—This is a pleasant sight, isn’t it ? 

Can Grande. —It has a certain inter- 
est, as exhibiting the inborn ideal ten- 
dency of the human race ;—no tribe of 
people so wretched, so poor, or so infa- 
mous as to dispense with amusement, in 
some form or other. 

Voice from below.—Play up, Cook! 
That’s but a slow jig ye’re fluting away 
at. 

Can Grande.—JI went once to the 
Five Points of New York, with a police- 
officer and two philanthropists ;—our ob- 
ject was to investigate that lowest phase 
of ens 


Bang, whang, go the wrestlers below, 
with loud shouts and laughter. I give 
them one eye and ear,—Can Grande has 
me by the other. 

Can Grande. —I went into one of 
their miserable dance-saloons. I saw 
there the vilest of men and the vilest of 
women, meeting with the worst inten- 
tions; but even for this they had the 
fiddle, music and dancing. Without this 
little crowning of something higher, their 
degradation would have been intolerable 
to themselves and to each other. 

Here the man who gaye the back in 
leap-frog suddenly went down in the 
middle of the leap, bringing with him the 
other, who, rolling on the deck, caught 
the traitor by the hair, and pommelled 


shore, the hrst night, but, standin: 
beside the bulwarks, feel a bene 
pleasure in seeing our late comp 
swallowed and carried off like tid 
the voracious boatmen below, who 
ble first for them and then with 
and so gradually disappear in the 
ness. On board the * Karnak ” ha 
reigns serene. The custom-house vy 
es are gone, and we are, on the 
glad we did not murder them. € 
tle party enjoys tea and bread-and 
together for the last time. After sc 
mutual experiences of good and e 
catguts about our tough old hea 
loosened, and discourse the pleasa 
sic of Friendship. An hour later, ] 
up to the higher deck, to have a lc 
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him to his heart’s content. I ventured 
to laugh, and exclaim, “Did you sce 
that ?” 

Can Grande—Yes ; that is very com- 
mon.—At that dance of death, every 
wretched woman had such poor adorn- 
ment as her circumstances allowed,—a 
collar, a tawdry ribbon, a glaring false 
jewel, her very rags disposed with the 
greater decency of the finer sex,—a lit- 
tle effort at beauty, a sense of it. The 
good God puts it there ;—He does not 
allow the poorest, the lowest of his lu- 
man children the thoughtless indifference 
of brutes. 

And there was the beautiful tropical 
sky above, starry, soft, and velvet-deep, 
—the placid waters all around, and at 
my side the man who is to speak no 
more in public, but whose words in pri- 
vate have still the old thrill, the old pow- 
er to shake the heart and bring the good 
thoughts uppermost. I put my hand in 
his, and we descended the companion- 
way together and left the foolish sailors 
to their play. 

But now, on the after-deck, the cap- 
tain, much entreated, and in no wise un- 
willing, takes down his violin, and with 
pleasant touch gives us the dear old airs, 
“Tome, Sweet Home,” “ Annie Lau- 
rie,” and sé on, and we accompany him 
with voices toned down by the quiet of 
the scene around. He plays, too, with 
a musing look, the merry tune to which 
his little daughter dances, in the English 
dancing-school, hundreds of leagues away. 
Good-night, at last, and make the most 
of it. Coolness and quiet on the water 
to-night, and heat and mosquitoes, howl- 
ing of dogs and chattering of negroes to- 
morrow night, in Havana. 

The next morning allowed us to ac- 
complish our transit to the desired land 
of Havana. We pass the custom-house, 
where an official in a cage, with eyes of 
most oily sweetness, and tongue, no doubt, 
to match, pockets our gold, and imparts 
in return a governmental permission to 
inhabit the Island of Cuba for the space 
of one calendar month. We go trailing 
through the market, where we buy peel- 
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ed oranges, and through the streets, where 
we eat them, seen and recognized afar 
as Yankees by our hats, bonnets, and 
other "features. We stop at the Café 
Dominica, and refresh with coffee and 
buttered rolls, for we have still a drive 
of three miles to accomplish before break- 
fast. All the hotels in Havana are full, 
and more than full. Woolcut, of the 
Cerro, three miles from the gates, is the 
only landlord who will take us in; so he 
seizes us fairly by the neck, bundles us 
into an omnibus, swears that his hotel is 
but two miles distant, smiles archly when 
we find the two miles long, brings us 
where he wants to have us, the Span- 
iards in the omnibus puffing and staring 
at the ladies all the way. Finally, we 
arrive at his hotel, glad to be somewhere, 
but hot, tired, hungry, and not in rap- 
tures with our first experience of tropical 
life. 

Tt must be confessed that our long-tried 
energies fall somewhat flat on the quiet 
of Wooleut’s. We look round, and be- 
hold one long room with marble floor, 
with two large doors, not windows, open- 
ing in front upon the piazza and the 
street, and other openings into a large 
court behind, surrounded by small, dark 
bedrooms. The large room is furnished 
with two dilapidated cane sofas, a few 
chairs, a small table, and three or four 
indifferent prints, which we have ample 
time to study. For company, we see a 
stray New York or Philadelphia family, 
a superannuated Mexican who smiles and 
bows to everybody, and some dozen of 
those undistinguishable individuals whom 
we class together as Yankees, and who, 
taking the map from Maine to Georgia, 
might as well come from one place as 
another, the Southerner being as like the 
Northerner as a dried pea is to a green 
pea. 
heads, and question a little :—* What are 
we to do here? and where is the perfectly 
delightful Tavana you told us of 2” An- 
swer:—"“ There is nothing whatever to 


The ladies begin to hang their 


do here, at this hour of the day, but to 
undress and go to sleep:—the heat will 
not let you stir, the glare will not let you 
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write or read. Go to bed; dinner is at 
four; and after that, we will make an ef- 
fort to find the Havana of the poetical 
and Gan Eden people, praying Heaven 
it may not haye its only existence in 
their brains.” 

Still, the pretty ones do not brighten ; 
they walk up and down, eyeing askance 
the quict boarders who look so content- 
ed over their children and worsted-work, 
and wondering in what part of the world 
they have taken the precaution to leave 
their souls. Unpacking is then begun, 
with rather a flinging of the things about, 
interspersed with little peppery hints as 
to discomfort and dulness, and dejected 
stage-sighs, intended for hearing. But 
this cannot go on,—the thermometer is 
at 78° in the shade,—an intense and 
contagious stillness reigns through the 
house,—some good genius waves a bunch 
of poppies near those little fretful faces, 
for which a frown is rather heavy artil- 
lery. The balmy breath of sleep blows 
off the lightly-traced furrows, and, after a 
dreamy hour or two, all is bright, smooth, 
and freshly dressed, as a husband could 
wish it. The dinner proves not intolera- 
ble, and after it we sit on the piazza. A 
refreshing breeze springs up, and pres- 
ently the tide of the afternoon drive sets 
in from the city. The volantes dash by, 
with silver-studded harnesses, and pos- 
tilions black and booted; within sit the 
pretty Seforitas, in twos and_ threes. 
They are attired mostly in muslins, with 
bare necks and arms; bonnets they 
know not,—their heads are dressed with 
flowers, or with jewelled pins. Their 
faces are whitened, we know, with pow- 
der, but in the distance the effect is 
pleasing. 
they know a lover when they see him. 
But there is no twilight in these parts, 
and the curtain of the dark falls upon 


Their dark eyes are vigilant; 


the scene as suddenly as the screen of 
the theatre upon the dénowement of the 
tragedy. Then comes a cup of truly 
infernal tea, the mastication of a stale 
roll, with butter, also stale,—then, more 
sitting on the piazza,—then, retirement, 
and a wild hunt after mosquitoes,—and 
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so ends the first day at Woolcut’s, on the 
Cerro. 


HAVANA. THE HOTELS. 


“Snax I not take mine ease in mine 
inn?” Yes, truly, if you can get it, 
Jack Falstaff; but it is one thing to pay 
for comfort, and another thing to have it 
You certainly pay for it, in Havana; for 
the $3 or $3.50 per diem, which is your 
simplest hotel-charge there, should, in any 
civilized part of the world, give you a 
creditable apartment, clean linen, and 
all reasonable diet. What it does give, 
the travelling public may like to learn. 

Van Grande has left Woolcut’s. The 
first dinner did not please him,—the cup 
of tea, with only bread, exasperated,— 
and the second breakfast, greasy, pep- 
pery, and incongruous, finished his dix 
gust; so he asked for his bill, packed his 
trunk, called the hotel detestable, and 
went. 

Now he was right enough in this; the 
house is detestable ;— but as all houses 
of entertainment throughout the country 
are about equally so, it is scarcely fair to 
complain of one. I shall not fear to be 
more inclusive in my statement, and to 
affirm that in no part of the world does 
one get so little comfort for so much 
money as on the Island of Cuba. To 
wit: an early cup of black coffve, oftenest 
very bad; bread not to be had without an 
extra sputtering of Spanish, and darken- 
ing of the countenance ;—to wit, a break- 
fast between nine and ten, invariably 
consisting of fish, rice, beetsteak, fried 
plantains, salt cod with tomatoes, stewed 
tripe and onions, indifferent claret, and 
an after-cup of coffee or green tea ;—to 
wit, a dinner at three or four, of which 
the inventory varieth not,—to wit, a plate 
of soup, roast beef, tough turkeys and 
chickens, tolerable ham, nameless stews, 
cajota, plantains, salad, sweet potatoes ; 
and for dessert, a spoonful each of West 
India preserve,—inyariably the kind you 
do not like,—oranges, bananas, and an- 
other cup of coffee ;—to wit, tea of the 
sort already described ;—to wit, attend- 
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ance and non-attendance ot negro and 
half-breed waiters, who mostly speak no 
English, and neither know nor care what 
you want ;—to wit, a room whose windows, 
reaching from floor to ceiling, inclose no 
glass, and are defended from the public 
by iron rails, and from the outer air, at 
desire, by clumsy wooden shutters, which 
are closed only when it rains ;—to wit, a 
bed with a mosquito-netting ;—to wit, a 
towel and a pint of water, for all ablu- 
tions. This is the sum of your comforts 
as to quantity ; but as to their quality, 
experience alone can enlighten you. 

Taking pity on my exile at the Cerro, 
Can Grande and his party invite me to 
come and spend a day at their hotel, of 
higher reputation, and situated in the 
centre of things. I go;—the breakfast, 
to my surprise, is just like Woolcut’s ; the 
dinner idem, but rather harder to get; 
preserves for tea, and two towels daily, 
instead of one, seem to constitute the 
chief advantages of this establishment. 
Domestic linens, too, are fairer than else- 
where ; but when you have got your ideas 
of cleanliness down to the Cuban stand- 
ard, a shade or two either way makes no 
material difference. 

Can Grande comes and goes; for stay 
in the hotel, behind those prison-gratings, 
he cannot. He goes to the market and 
comes back, goes to the Jesuit College and 
comes back, goes to the banker's and gets 
money. In his encounters with the sun 
he is like a prize-fighter coming up to 
time. Every round finds him weaker 
and weaker, still his pluck is first-rate, 
and he goes at it again. It is not until 
three, p. M., that he wrings out his drip- 
ping pocket-handkerchief, slouches his 
hat over his brows, and gives in as dead- 
beat. 

They of the lovely sex, meanwhile, 
undergo, with what patience they may, 
an Oriental imprisonment. In the pub- 
lic street they must on no account set 
foot. ‘The Creole and Spanish women are 
born and bred to this, and the hardiest 
American or English woman will scarce- 
ly venture out a second time without 
the severe escort of husband or brother. 
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These relatives are, accordingly, in great 
demand. In the thrifty North, man is 
considered an incumbrance from break- 
fast to dinner,—and the sooner he is fed 
and got out of the way in the morning, 
the better the work of the household goes 
on. If the master of the house return at 
an unseasonable hour, he is held to an 
excuse, and must prove a headache, or 
other suitable indisposition. In Havana, 
on the contrary, the American woman 
suddenly becomes very fond of her hus- 
band :—* he must not leave her at home 
alone; where does he go? she will go 
with him; when will he come back ? 
remember, now, she will expect him.” 
The secret of all this is, that she cannot 
go out without him. The other angel of 
deliveranve is the volanie, with its tire- 
less horses and calesero, who scems fit- 
ted and serewed to the saddle, which he 
never leaves. He does not even turn 
his head for orders. Ilis senses are in 
the back of his head, or wherever his mis- 
tress pleases. “ José, calle de la mura- 
Ua, esquina d los oficios,’—and the black 
machine moves on, without look, word, 
or sign of intelligence. In New York, 
your Trish coachman grins approval of 
your order; and even an English flunkey 
may touch his hat and say, “ Yes, Mum.” 
But in the Cuban negro of service, dumb- 
ness is the complement of darkness ;—you 
speak, and the patient right hand pulls 
the strap that leads the off horse, while 
the other gathers up the reins of the 
nigh, and the horses, their tails tightly 
braided and deprived of all movement, 
seem as mechanical as the driver. Iap- 
py are the ladies at the hotel who have 
a perpetual volante at their service! for 
they dress in their best clothes three 
times a day, and do not soil them by 
contact with the dusty street. They drive 
before breakfast, and shop before dinner, 
and after dinner go to flirt their fans 
and refresh their robes on the Paseo, 
where the fashions drive. At twilight, 
they stop at friendly doors and pay visits, 
or at the entrance of the ca/é, where 
ives are brought out to them. At eight 
o'clock they go to the Plaza, and hear 
‘ 
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the band play, sitting in the volante ; and 
at ten they come home, without fatigue, 
having all day taken excellent care of 
number one, beyond which their arith- 
metic does not extend. “IT and my vo- 
lante” is like Cardinal Wolsey’s “ Ego 
et [ex meus.” 

As for those who have no volantes, 
modesty becomes them, and quietness of 
dress and demeanor. They get a little 
walk before breakfast, and stay at home 
all day, or ride in an omnibus, which is 
perhaps worse ;—they pay a visit now 
and then in a hired carriage, the bargain 
being made with difficulty ;—they look 
a good deal through the bars of the win- 
dows, and remember the free North, and 
would, perhaps, envy the volante-com- 
manding women, did not dreadful Moses 
forbid. 

One alleviation of the tedium of hotel- 
life in the city is the almost daily visit 
of the young man from the dry-oods’ 
shop, who brings samples of lawns, miss- 
es’ linen dresses, pia handkerchiets, and 
fans of all prices, from two to seventy- 
five dollars. The ladies cluster like bees 
around these flowery goods, and, afier 
some hours of bargaining, disputing, and 
purchasing, the vendor pockets the gold- 
en honey, and marches off. As dress- 
makers in Havana are scarce, dear, and 
bad, our fair friends at the hotel make 
up these dresses mostly themselves, and 
astonish their little world every day by 
appearing in new attire. “ How extrava- 
gant!” you say. They reply, “ Oh! it cost 
nothing tor the making; I made it my- 
self.” But we remember to have heard 
somewhere that “Time is Money.” At 
four in the afternoon, a negress visits in 
turn every bedroom, sweeps out the mos- 
quitoes from the curtains with a feather- 
brush, and lets down the mosquito-net, 
which she tucks in around the bed. Af 
ter this, do not meddle with your bed 
until it is time to get into it; then put 
the light away, open the net cautiously, 
enter with a dexterous swing, and close 
up immediately, leaving no smallest open- 
ing to help them after. In this mosquito- 
net you live, move, and have your being 
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until morning; and should you venture 
to pull it aside, even for an hour, you 
will appall your friends, next morning, 
with a face which suggests the early 
stages of small-pox, or the spotted fe- 
ver. 

The valuable information I have now 
communicated is the sum of what I 
learned in that one day at Mrs. Almy’s; 
and though our party speedily removed 
thither, I doubt whether I shall be able 
to add to it anything of importance. 


HAVANA. YOUR BANKER. OUR CON- 
SUL. THE FRIENDLY CUP OF TEA. 


One is apt to arrive in Havana with 
a heart elated by the prospect of such 
kindnesses and hospitalities as are poet- 
ically supposed to be the perquisite of 
travellers. You count over your letters 
as so many treasures ; you regard the un- 
known houses you pass as places of de- 
posit for the new acquaintances and de- 
lightful friendships which await you. In 
England, say you, each of these letters 
would represent a pleasant family-man- 
sion thrown open to your view,—a social 
breakfast,—a dinner of London wits,— 
a box at the opera,—or the visit of a 
lord, whose perfect carriage and livery 
astonish the quiet street in which you 
lodge, and whose good taste and good 
manners should, one thinks, prove con- 
tagious, at once soothing and shaming 
the fretful Yankee conceit. But your 
Cuban letters, like fairy money, soon 
turn to withered leaves in your posses- 
sion, and, having delivered two or three 
of them, you employ the others more 
advantageously, as shaving-paper, or for 
the lighting of cigars, or any other useful 
purpose. 

Your banker, of course, stands first 
upon the list,—and to him accordingly, 
with a beaming countenance, you pre- 
sent yourself. For him you have a special 
letter of recommendation, and, however 
others may fail, you consider him as sure 
as the trump of the deal at whist. But 
why, alas, should people, who have gone 
through the necessary disappointments 
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of life, prepare for themselves others, 
which may be avoided? Listen and 
learn. At the first visit, your banker is 
tolerably glad to see you,—he discounts 
your modest letter of credit, and pockets 
his two and a half per cent. with the best 
grace imaginable. If he wishes to be 
very civil, he offers you a seat, offers you 
a cigar, and mumbles in an indistinct 
tone that he will be happy to serve you 
in any way. You call again and again, 
keeping yourself before his favorable re- 
membrance,—always the same seat, the 
same cigar, the same desire to serve you, 
carefully repressed, and prevented from 
breaking out into any overt demonstra- 
tion of good-will. At last, emboldened by 
the brilliant accounts of former tourists 
and the successes of your friends, you 
suggest that you would like to see a 
plantation,— you only ask for one,— 
would he give you a letter, ete., ete. ? 
He assumes an abstracted air, wonders 
if he knows anybody who has a planta- 
tion,—the fact being that he scarcely 
knows any one who has not one. Fi- 
nally, he will try,—call again, and he 
will let you know. You call again — 
“Next week,” he says. You call after 
that interval,—* Next week,” again, is 
all you get. Now, if you are a thorough- 
bred man, you can afford to quarrel with 
your banker; so you say, “ Next week, 
—why not next year? ”"—make a very 
decided snatch at your hat, and wish him 
a very long “ good-morning.” But if’ you 
are a snob, and afraid, you take his neg- 
lect quietly enough, and will boast, when 
you go home, of his polite attentions to 
yourself and family, when on the Island 
of Cuba. 

Our Consul is the next post in the 
weary journey of your hopes, and to him, 
with such assurance as you have left, you 
now betake yourself. Touching him per- 
sonally I have nothing to say. I will 
only remark, in general, that the trav- 
eller who can find, in any part of the 
world, an American Consul not disa- 
bled from all service by ill-health, want 
of means, ignorance of foreign languages, 
or unpleasant relations with the repre- 
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sentatives of foreign powers,—that trav- 
eller, we say, should go in search of the 
sea-serpent, and the passage of the North 
Pole, for he has proved himself able to 
find what, to every one but him, is un- 
discoverable. 

But who, setting these aside, is to show 
you any attention? Whe will lift you 
from the wayside, and set you upon his 
own horse, or in his own volante, pour- 
ing oil and wine upon your wounded 
feelings ? Ah! the breed of the good 
Samaritan is never allowed to become 
extinct in this world, where so much is 
left for it to do. 

A kind and hospitable American fam- 
ily, long resident in Havana, takes us up 
at last. They call upon us, and we lift 
up our heads a little; they take us out 
in their carriage, and we step in with a 
little familiar flounce, intended to show 
that we are used to such things; finally, 
they invite us to a friendly cup of tea— 
all the hotel knows it,—we have tarried 
at home in the shade long enough. Now, 
people have begun to find us out,—we 
are going out to tea! 

How pleasant the tea-table was! how 
good the tea! how more than good the 
bread-and-butter and plum-cake! how 
quaint the house of Spanish construction, 
all open to the air, adorned with flowers 
like a temple, fresh and fragrant, and 
with no weary upholstery to sit heavy 
on the sight! how genial and prolonged 
the talk! how reluctant the separation !— 
imagine it, ye who sing the songs of home 
in a strange land. And ye who cannot 
imagine, forego the pleasure, for I shall 
tell you no more about it. I will not, I, 
give names, to make good-natured peo- 
ple regret the hospitality they have af- 
forded. If they have entertained un- 
awares angels and correspondents of the 
press, (I use the two terms as synony- 
mous,) they shall not be made aware 
of it by the sacrifice of their domestic 
privacy. All celebrated people do this, 
and that we do it not answers for our 
obscurity. 

The cup of tea proves the precursor 
of many kind services and pleasant hours. 
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Our new friends assist us to a deal of 
sight-seeing, and introduce us to cathe- 
dral, college, and garden. We walk out 
with them at sunrise and at sunset, and 
sit under the stately trees, and think it 
almost strange to be at home with people 
of our own race and our own way of 
thinking, so far from the home-surround- 
ings. For the gardens, they may chiefly 
be described as triumphs of Nature over 
Art,—our New England horticulture be- 
ing, on the contrary, the triumph of Art 
over Nature, after a hard-fought battle. 
Here, the avenues of palm and cocoa are 
magnificent, and the flowers new to us, 
and very brilliant. But pruning and 
weeding out are hard tasks for Creole 
natures, with only negroes to help them. 
There is for the most part a great over- 
growth and overrunning of the least de- 
sirable elements, a general air of slov- 
enliness and unthrift; in all artificial ar- 
rangements decay seems imminent, and 
the want of idea in the laying out of 
grounds is a striking feature. In Ital- 
ian villas, the feeling of the Beautiful, 
which has produced a race of artists, is 
everywhere manifest,— everywhere are 
beautiful forms and picturesque effects. 
Even the ruins of Rome seem to be held 
together by this fine bond. No stone 
dares to drop, no arch to moulder, but 
with an exquisite and touching grace. 
And the weeds, oh! the weeds that hung 
their little pennon on the Coliseum, how 
graciously do they float, as if they said,— 
“ Breathe softly, lest this crumbling vis- 
ion of the Past go down before the rude 
touch of the modern world!” And so, 
one treads lightly, and speaks in hushed 
accents; lest, in the brilliant Southern 
noon, one should wake the sleeping heart 
of Rome to the agony of her slow extinc- 
tion. 
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But what is all this? We are dream- 
ing of Rome,—and this is Cuba, where 
the spirit of Art has never been, and 
where it could not pass without sweep- 
ing out from houses, churches, gardens, 
and brains, such trash as has rarely been 
seen and endured elsewhere. They show 
us, for example, some mutilated statues 
in the ruins of what is called the Bishop’s 
Garden. Why, the elements did a right- 
eous work, when they effaced the outlines 
of these coarse and trivial shapes, un- 
worthy even the poor marble on which 
they were imposed. Turning from these, 
however, we find lovely things enough 
to rebuke this savage mood of criticism. 
The palm-trees are unapproachable in 
beauty,— they stand in rows like Tonic 
columns, straight, strong, and regular, 
with their plumed capitals. They talk 
solemnly of the Pyramids and the Des- 
ert, whose legends have been whisper- 
ed to them by the winds that cross the 
ocean, freighted with the thoughts of 
God. Then, these huge white lilies, 
deep as goblets, which one drinks fra- 
grance from, and never exhausts,—these 
thousand unknown jewels of the tropic. 
Here is a large tank, whose waters are 
covered with the leaves and flowers of 
beautiful aquatie plants, whose Latin 
names are of no possible consequence 
to anybody. Here, in the very heart 
of the garden, is a rustic lodge, curtain- 
ed with trailing vines. Birds in cages 
are hung about it, and a sweet voice, 
singing within, tells us that the lodge 
is the cage of a more costly bird. We 
stop to listen, and the branches of the 
trees seem to droop more closely about 
us, the twilight lays its cool, soft touch 
upon our heated foreheads, and we whis- 
per,—* Peace to his soul!” as we leave 
the precincts of the Bishop’s Garden. 
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SOME INEDITED MEMORIALS OF SMOLLETT. 


A HUNDRED years and upwards have 
elapsed since Fielding and Smollett, the 
fathers and chiefs of the modern school 
of English novel-writing, fairly estab- 
lished their claims to the dignified emi- 
nence they have ever since continued 
to enjoy ; and the passage of time serves 
but to confirm them in their merited 
honors. Their pictures of life and man- 
ners are no longer, it is true, so familiar 
as in their own days to the great mass 
of readers; but this is an incident that 
scarce any author can hope to avert. 
The changes of habits and customs, and 
the succession of writers who in their 
turn essay to hold the mirror up to 
Nature, must always produce such a 
result. But while the mind of man is 
capable of enjoying the most fortunate 
combinations of genius and fancy, the 
most faithful expositions of the springs 
of action, the most ludicrous and the 
most pathetic representations of human 
conduct, the writings of Fielding and 
Smollett will be read and their mem- 
ories kept green. Undeterred by those 
coarsenesses of Janguage and occasional 
grossnesses of detail (which were often 
less their own fault than that of the 
age) that frequently disfigure the pages 
of * Amelia” and “ Roderick Random,” 
men will always be found to yield their 
whole attention to the story, and to ree- 
ognize in every line the touches of the 
master’s hand. 

Were any needed, stronger proof of 
the truth of this proposition could not be 
given than is afforded by the zeal with 
which the greatest novelists since their 
day have turned aside to contemplate 
and to chronicle the career of this im- 
mortal pair, whose names, notwithstand- 
ing the dissimilarity of genius and style, 
seem destined to be as eternally coupled 
together as those of the twin sons of 
Leda. To the rescue from oblivion of 
their personal histories, a host of biogra- 
phers have appeared, scattered over the 


whole period that has elapsed since their 
deaths to the present time. ‘The first hfe 
that appeared of Tobias George Smollett 
came from the hands of his friend and 
companion, the celebrated Dr. Moore, 
himself a novel-writer of no mean fame. 
To him succeeded Anderson; who in 
turn was followed by Sir Walter Scott, 
the fruits of whose unrivalled capacity 
for obtaining information are before the 
world in the form of a most delightful 
memoir. So that when Roscoe, at a 
later date, took up the same theme, he 
found that the investigations of his pre- 
decessors had left him little more to do 
than to make selections or abridgments, 
and to arrange what new matter he had 
come into possession of. One would have 
thought that with all these labors the 
public appetite should have been satis- 
fied,—that everything apt to be heard 
with interest of and about Smollett had 
been said. So far from this being the 
case, however, it was but a few years 
ago, that, as we all recollect, the brilliant 
pen of Thackeray was brought to bear 
on the same subject, and the great hu- 
morist of this generation ‘employed his 
talents worthily in illustrating the genius 
of a past age. “* Humphrey Clinker,” 
says he, “is, I do believe, the most laugh- 
able story that has ever been written 
since the goodly art of novel-writing 
began.” ‘This is strong praise, though 
but of a single book; yet it falls short 
of the general estimate that Walter Scott 
formed of the capacity of our author. 
“We readily grant to Smollett,” he says, 
“an equal rank with his great rival, 
Fielding, while we place both far above 
any of their successors in the same line 
of fictitious composition.” 

After the testimonies we have cited, it 
would be useless to seek other approba- 
tion of Smollett’s merits. 

“From higher judgment-seats make no ap- 


peal 
To lower.” 
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Yet, with all his imaginative power and 
humorous perception, it cannot be gain- 
said that there was a great lack of deli- 
cacy in the composition of his mind,—a 
deficiency which, even in his own days, 
gave just offence to readers of the best 
taste, and which he himself was some- 
times so candid as to acknowledge and 
to correct. Its existence is too often a 
suflicient cause to deter any but minds 
of a certain masculine vigor from the pe- 
rusal of such a work as “ Roderick Ran- 
dom”; and yet this work was an especial 
favorite with the most refined portion of 
the public in the latter half of the last cen- 
tury. Burke delighted in it, and would 
no doubt often read from it aloud to the 
circle of guests of both sexes that gather- 
ed about him at Beaconsfield; and Elia 
makes his imaginary aunt refer to the 
pleasure with which in her younger days 
she had read the story of that unfortu- 
nate young nobleman whose adventures 
make such a figure in “ Peregrine Pickle.” 
So great is the change in the habit of 
thought and expression in less than half 
a century, that we believe there is not in 
all America a gentleman who would now 
venture to read either of these works 
aloud to a fireside group. Smollett’s 
Muse was free enough herself, in all 
conscience ;— 
“ High-kirtled was she, 
As she gaed o’er the lea’ ;— 

but in “ Peregrine Pickle,” beside the 
natural incidents, there are two long epi- 
sodes foisted upon the story, neither of 
which has any lawful connection with 
the matter in hand, and one of which, 
indelicate and indecent in the extreme, 
does not appear to have even been of 
his own composition. Reference is here 
made to the “Memoirs of a Lady of 
Quality,” and to the passages respecting 
young Annesley ; and since biographers 
do not seem to have touched especially 
on the manner of their introduction in- 
to the novel, we will give a word or 
two to this point. 

John Taylor, in the Records of his Life, 
states that the memoirs of Lady Vane, as 
they appear in “ Peregrine Pickle,” were 


Some Inedited Memorials of Smollett. 


[June, 


actually written by an Trish gentleman 
of wealth, a Mr. Denis McKerchier, who 
at the time entertained relations with 
that abandoned, shameless woman; so 
that, if, as was probably the case, she 
paid Smollett a sum of money to procure 
their incorporation in his pages, there 
could have been no other motive to ac- 
tuate her conduct than a desire to bla- 
zon her own fall or to mortify the feel- 
ings of her husband. The latter is the 
more likely alternative, if we are to be- 
lieve that Lord Vane himself stooped to 
employ Dr. Lill to prepare a history of 
Lady Frail, by way of retorting the af- 
front he had received. This Mr. Me- 
Kerchier in season broke with her Lady- 
ship, and refused her admission to his 
dying bedside ; but, in the mean time, his 
Memoirs had gone out to the world, and 
had greatly conduced to the popularity 
and sale of Smollett’s novel. He was 
also the patron of Annesley, that un- 
fortunate young nobleman whose ro- 
mantic life has furnished Godwin and 
Scott with a foundation for their most 
highly-wrought novels; and it was, we 
may judge, from his own lips that Smol- 
lett received the narrative of his pro/cgé’s 
adventures. Whatever we may think, 
however, of the introduction of scenes 
that were of sufficient importance to 
suggest such books as “ Cloudesley ” and 
“ Guy Mannering,” there can be but one 
opinion as to the bad taste which goy- 
erned Smollett, when he consented to 
overload “ Peregrine Pickle” with Lady 
Vane’s memoirs; and if lucre were in- 
deed at the bottom of the business, it 
assumes a yet graver aspect. 

But the business of this article is not 
to dwell upon matters that are already 
in print, and to which the general reader 
ean have easy access. To such as are 
desirous of obtaining a full account of 
the life and genius of Smollett, prepared 
with all the aids that are to be derived 
from a thorough knowledge of the ques- 
tion, we would suggest the perusal of an 
exceedingly well-written article in the 
London Quarterly Review for January, 
1858; and we will here heartily express 
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a regret that the unpublished materials 
which have found a place in this maga- 
zine could not have been in the hands 
of the author of that paper. It is certain 
he would have made a good use of them. 


As it is, however, they will perhaps pos- , 


sess an additional interest to the public 
from the fact that they have never before 
seen the light. 

It is something, says Washington Irv- 
ing, to have seen the dust of Shakspeare. 
It is assuredly not less true that one can 
hardly examine without a peculiar emo- 
tion the private letters of such a man as 
Smollett. A strange sensation accom- 
panies the unfolding of the faded sheets, 
that have hardly been disturbed during 
the greater part of a century. And as 
one at least of the documents in question 
is of an almost autobiographical charac- 
ter, its tattered folds at once assume a 
value to the literary student far beyond 
the usual scope of an inedited auto- 
graph. 

The first letter to which we shall 
call attention was written by Smollett in 
1763. It was in reply to one from Rich- 
ard Smith, Esq., of Burlington, New Jer- 
sey, by whose family it has been careful- 
ly preserved, together with a copy of the 
letter which called it forth, Mr. Smith 
was a highly respectable man, and in 
later years, when the Revolution broke 
out, a delegate from his Province to the 
first and second Continental Congress. 
He had written to Smollett, expressing 
his hopes that the King had gratified with 
a pension the author of “ Peregrine Pic- 
kle ” and “ Roderick Random,” and ask- 
ing under what circumstances these books 
were composed, and whether they contain- 
ed any traces of his correspondents real 
adventures. He adverts to a report that, 
in the ease of “ Sir Launcelot Greaves,” 
Smollett had merely lent his name to “a 
mercenary bookseller.” “ The Voyages 
which go under your name Mr. Riving- 
ton (whom I consulted on the matter) 
tells me are only nominally your's, or, at 
least, were chiefly collected by under- 
strappers. Mr. Rigington also gives me 
such an account of the shortness of time 
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in which you wrote the History, as is 
hardly credible.” A list of Smollett’s 
genuine publications is also requested. 

The Mr. Rivington referred to in the 
foregoing extract was probably the well- 
known New York bookseller, whose press 
was so obnoxious to the Whigs a few 
years later. To the letter itself’ Smol- 
lett thus replied :— 


DR. SMOLLETT TO MR. SMITH. 


« Srr,—I am favoured with your's of 
the 26th of February, and cannot but be 
pleased to find myself, as a writer, so high 
in your esteem. The curiosity you ex- 
press, with regard to the particulars of my 
life and the variety of situations in which 
I may have been, cannot be gratified with- 
in the compass of a letter. Besides, there 
are some particulars of my life which it 
would ill become me to relate. The only 
similitude between the circumstances of 
my own fortune and those I have attribut- 
ed to Roderick Random consists in my 
being born of a reputable family in Scot- 
land, in my being bred a surgeon, and 
having served as a surgeon’s mate on 
board a man-of-war during the expedi- 
tion to Carthagena. The low situations 
in which I have exhibited Roderick I 
never experienced in my own person. 
I married very young, a native of Ja- 
maica, a young lady well known and 
universally respected under the name of 
Miss Nancy Lassells, and by her I enjoy 
a comfortable, tho’ moderate estate in that 
island. I practised surgery in London, 
after having improved myself by travel- 
ling in France and other foreign coun- 
tries, till the year 1749, when I took my 
degree of Doctor in Medicine, and have 
lived ever since in Chelsea (I hope) with 
credit and reputation. 

“No man knows better than Mr. Riv- 
ington what time I employed in wnting 
the four first volumes of the History of 

England; and, indeed, the short period 
in which that work was finished appears 
almost incredible to myself, when I recol- 
lect that I turned over and consulted 
above three hundred yolumes in the 


ana scenes or that™ 
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course of my labour. Mr. Rivington 
likewise knows that I spent the best part 
of a year in revising, correcting, and im- 
proving the quarto edition ; which is now 
going to press, and will be continued in 
the same size to the late Peace. What- 
ever reputation I may have got by this 
work has been dearly purchased by the 
loss of health, which I am of opinion I 
shall never retrieve. I am now going to 
the South of France, in order to try the 
effects of that climate ; and yery probably 
I shall never return. Tam much obliged 
to you for the hope you express that I 
have obtained some provision from his 
Majesty ; but the truth is, I have neither 
pension nor place, nor am I of’ that dis- 
position which can stoop to solicit either. 
T have always piqued myself upon my 
Independancy, and I trust in God I 
shall preserve it to my dying day. 

“ Exclusive of some small detached per- 
formances that have been published oc- 
casionally in papers and magazines, the 
following is a genuine list of my produc- 
tions. Roderick Random. The Regi- 
cide, a Tragedy. A translation of Gil 
Blas. <A translation of Don Quixotte. 
An Essay upon the external use of wa- 
ter. Peregrine Pickle. Ferdinand Count 
Fathom. Great part of the Critical Re- 
view. A very small part of a Compen- 
dium of Voyages. The complete His- 
tory of England, and Continuation. A 
small part of the Modern Universal His- 
tory. Some pieces in the British Maga- 
zine, comprehending the whole of Sir 
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of happiness, tho’ I have little to expect 
for my own share; having lost my only 
child, a fine girl of fifteen, whose death 
has overwhelmed myself and my wife 
with unutterable sorrow. 

“JT have now complied with your re- 
quest, and beg, in my turn, you will com- 
mend me to all my friends in America. 
I have endeavoured more than once to 
do the Colonies some service; and am, 
Sir, your very humble servant, 

“Ts, SMOLLETT. 

“ London, May 8, 1763.” 


The foregoing letter, though by no 
means confidential, must possess consid- 
erable value to any future biographer of 
the writer. It very clearly shows the 
light in which Smollett was willing to be 
viewed by the public. It explains the 
share he took in more than one literary 
enterprise, and establishes his paternity 
of the translation of “ Gil Blas,” which 
has been questioned by Scott and ignored 
by other critics. The travels in France, 
which, according to the letter, could not 
have been posterior to 1749, seem un- 
known even to the Quarterly Reviewer; 
but it is possible that here Smollett’s 
memory may have played him false, and 
that he confounded 1749 with the follow- 
ing year, when, as is well known, he vis- 
ited that kingdom. The reference to his 
own share in furnishing the original for 
the story of “ Roderick Random” is eu- 
rious ; nevertheless it can no longer be 


doubted that very many of the persons 
saucy Ureaves. 
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“Peregrine Pickle,” were drawn, with 
more or less exaggeration, from his ae- 
tual experience of men and manners. 
And the despondency with which he 
contemplates his shattered health and 
the prospect of finding a grave in a for 
eign land explains completely the goy- 
erning motives that produced, in the 
concluding pages of the history of the 
reign of George IL, so calm and im- 
partial a testimony to the various worth 
of his literary compeers that it almost 
assumes the tone of the voice of posteri- 
ty. This is the suggestion of the article 


translation of Voltaire’s Works, includ- 
ing all the notes, historical and critical, 
to be found in that translation. 

“Tam much mortified to find it is ‘be- 
lieved in America that I have lent my 
name to Booksellers; that is a species of 
prostitution of which I am altogether in- 
capable. I had engaged with Mr. Riy- 
ington, and made some progress in a work 
exhibiting the present state of the world ; 
which work T shall finish, if I recover my 
health. If you should see Mr. Rivington, 
please give my kindest compliments to 
him. Tell him I wish him all manner 
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in the “ Quarterly Review,” and the lan- 
guage of the letter confirms it. Despair- 
ing of ever again returning to his accus- 
tomed avocations, and with a frame shat- 
tered by sickness and grief, he passes 
from the field of busy life to a distant 
land, where he thinks to leave his bones; 
but ere he bids a last farewell to his own 
soil, he passes in review the names of 
those with whom he has for years been 
on relations of amity or of ill-will, in his 
own profession, and, while he makes their 
respective merits, so far as in him lies, a 
part of the history of their country, he 
seems to breathe the parting formula of 
the gladiator of old,—J/oriturus vos sa- 
luto. 

In the first of the ensuing letters an 
amusing commentary will be found on 
Smollett’s assertion, that his independent 
spirit would not stoop to solicit either 
place or pension. The papers of which 
it forms one appear to have been selected 
from the private correspondence of Dr. 
Smollett, and are preserved among the 
MSS. of the Library Company of Phil- 
adelphia, to which they were present- 
ed by Dr. Benjamin Rush, one of the 
signers of the Declaration of Indepen- 
dence, who may have obtained them in 
Scotland. Like the letter to Mr. Smith, 
we are satisfied that these are authentic 
documents, and shall deal with them 
as such here. Lord Shelburne (better 
known by his after-acquired title of 
Marquis of Lansdowne) was the identi- 
cal minister whom Pitt, twenty years 
later, so highly eulogized for “that ca- 
pacity of conferring good offices on those 
he prefers,” and for “ his attention to 
the claims of merit,” of which we could 
wish to know that Smollett had reaped 
some benefit, The place sought for 
was probably a consulate on the Medi- 
terranean, which would have enabled 
our author to look forward with some 
assurance of faith to longer and easier 
years. The Duchess of Hamilton, to 
whom his Lordship writes, and by whom 
his letter seems to have been transmitted 
to its object, was apparently the beautiful 
Elizabeth Gunning, dowager Duchess of 


Some Inedited Memorials of Smollett. 


697 


Hamilton, but married, at the date of the 
letter, to the Duke of Argyle. Having 
an English peerage of Hamilton in her 
own right, it is probable she preferred to 
continue her former title. 


LORD SHELBURNE TO TITE DUCHESS 
OF HAMILTON. 


Holt Street, Tuesday. 
“Mapam,—I am honour'd with your 
Grace’s letter, inclosing one from Doctor 
Smollett. It is above a year since I was 
applied to by Doctor Smollett, thro’ a per- 
son whom I wish’d extremely to oblige ; 
but there were and still subsist some ap- 
plications for the same oflice, of a na- 
ture which it will be impossible to get 
over in favour of Mr. Smollett, which 
makes it impossible for me to give him 
the least hopes of it. I could not im- 
mediately recollect what had pass’d up- 
on that subject, else I should have had 
the honour to answer your Grace’s letter 
sooner. I am with great truth and re- 
spect your Grace’s most obedient and 

most humble servant. 
“ SHELBURNE.” 


The letter bears no month nor year, 
but is indorsed, apparently by Smollett 
himself, as of 1762,—that is, in the year 
previous to his expressed aversion to so- 
licitations for place. Yet if there was a 
man in England entitled to ask for and to 
receive some provision by his country for 
his broken health and narrow fortunes, 
that man was Smollett. It is perhaps 
a trifling thing to notice, but it may be 
observed that Lord Shelburne’s commu- 
nication does not bear any marks of fre- 
quent perusal. The silver sand with 
which the fresh lines were besprinkled 
still clings to the fading ink, furnishing 
perhaps the only example remaining of 
the use of that article. Rousseau, we 
remember, mentions such sand as the 
proper material to be resorted to by one 
who would be very particular in his cor- 
respondence, —“ employant pour cela le 
plus beau papier doré, séchant Vécriture 
avec de la poudre @azur et d'argent” ; 
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and Moore repeats the precept in the 
example of M. le Colonel Calicot, ac- 
cording to the text of Miss Biddy, in the 
“ Fudge Family in Paris ” :— 
“Upon paper gilt-edged, without blot or era- 
sure; 

Then sanded it over with silver and azure.” 

Among the remaining letters in this 
collection we find some from John Gray, 
“teacher of mathematics in Cupar of 
Fife,”—some from Dr. John Armstrong, 
the author of “ The Art of Health,’—and 
one from George Colman the elder. In 
1761, Gray writes to Smollett, thanking 
him for kind notices in the “ Critical Re- 
view,” and asking his influence in regard 
to certain theories concerning the longi- 
tude, of which Gray was the inventor. 
In 1770, Colman thus writes :— 


GEORGE COLMAN TO DR. SMOLLETT. 


“Dear Srr,—lI have some idea that 
Mr. Hamilton about two years ago told 
me he should soon receive a piece from 
you, which he meant, at your desire, to 
put into my hands ; but since that time I 
have neither seen nor heard of the piece. 

“T hope you enjoy your health abroad, 
and shall be glad of every opportunity 
to convince you that I am most heartily 
and sincerely, dear Sir, your, &c., 

* G. ComMan. 

“London, 28 Sept. 1770.” 


The piece referred to here by Col- 
man (who was at this period, we believe, 
the manager of the Haymarket Theatre) 
may possibly have been a farce that was 
brought out fifteen years later on the 
Covent-Garden stage, with the title of 
“The Israelites, or the Pampered Na- 
bob.” Its merits and its success are said 
by Scott to have been but slight, and the 
proof of its having been written by Smol- 
lett very doubtful; so that it was never 
printed, and was soon forgotten. 

At this time, (1770,) it must be remem- 
bered, Smollett was established at Leg- 
horn, where a milder climate and sun- 
nier skies tended to promote, we fancy, 
a serener condition of mind than he had 
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known for years. In leaving England, 
he left behind him some friends, but many 
enemies. In his literary career, as he 
himself had not been over-merciful, so 
he was in return not always tenderly 
handled. As a sample of the invective 
which was occasionally poured forth on 
him, we will quote some lines from “ The 
Race,” a dull imitation of “ The Dunciad,” 
ascribed to one Cuthbert Shaw, and pub- 
lished in 1766. Although reprinted in 
“ Dilly’s Repository,” (1790,) it has long 
ago been very properly forgotten, and is 
now utterly worthless save for purposes 
of illustration. The Hamilton referred 
to is the same person to whom Colman 
makes allusion ; he was indeed Smollett’s 
Jidus Achates. 


“___Next Smollet came. What author dare 
resist 
Historian, critic, bard, and novelist ? 
‘To reach thy temple, honour'd Fame,’ he 
cried, 
‘ Where, where's an avenue I have not tried? 
But since the glorious present of to-day 
Is meant to grace alone the poet's lay, 
My claim I wave to every art beside, 
And rest my plea upon the Regicide. 
x * * * 
But if, to crown the labours of my Muse, 
Thou, inauspicious, should’st the wreath re- 
fuse, 
Whoe'er attempts it in this scribbling age 
Shall feel the Scottish pow'rs of Critic rage. 
Thus spurn'd, thus disappointed of my aim, 
T'll stand a bugbear in the road to Fame, 
Each future author's infant hopes undo, 
And blast the budding honours of his brow.’ 
He said—and, grown with future ven- 
geance big, 
Grimly he shook his scientifie wig. 

To clinch the cause, and fuel add to fire, 
Behind came Hamilton, his trusty squire: 
Awhile he paus’d, revolving the disgrace, 
And gath’ring all the honours of his face ; 
Then rais'd his head, and, turning to the 

crowd, 
Burst into bellowing, terrible and loud :— 

‘Hear my resolve; and first by — I swear, 
By Smollet, and his gods, whoe’er shull 

dare 

Vith him this day for glorious fame to vio, 
Sous’d in the bottom of the ditch shall lie; 
And know, the world no other shall confess, 
While I have crab-tree, life, or letter-press.’ 

Scar'd at the menace, auihors fearful grew, 
Poor Virtue trembled, and e’en Vice look’d 

blue.” 
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It is unnecessary to pursue this vapid 
composition to its most lame and impo- 
tent conclusion; it is suflicient to cite 
it as a specimen-brick of the hostility 
which many literary characters enter- 
tained against the author of “ Roderick 
Random.” Despite his own birthplace 
being north of the Tweed, many Scots 
were aggrieved at the incidental ridicule 
with which characters from “the land 0’ 
cakes” are sometimes treated in that and 
other works from the same hand; and 
the picture of Lismahago in “ Humphrey 
Clinker” is said to have still more vio- 
lently inflamed their ire. It is to this 
feeling on the part of his countrymen 
that Charles Lamb alludes, in his essay 
upon “ Imperfect Sympathies.” “ Speak 
of Smollett as a great genius,” he says, 
“and they [the Scots] will retort up- 
on Ilume’s History compared with Ais 
continuation of it. What if the histo- 
rian had continued ‘ Wumphrey Clink- 
er’?” In fact, there were a good many 
North Britons, a century ago, who seem 
to have felt, on the subject of English 
censure or ridicule, pretty much as some 
of our own people do to-day. No matter 
how well-founded the objection may be, 
or how justly a local habit may be satir- 
ized, our sensitiveness is wounded and 
our indignation aroused. That the por- 
trait in Lismahago’s case was not alto- 
gether overcharged may be deduced 
from a passage in one of Walter Scott's 
letters, in which he likens the behavior 
and appearance of one of his oldest and 
most approved friends to that of the gal- 
lant Obadiah in a similar critical mo- 
ment. “The noble Captain Ferguson 
was married on Monday last. I was 
present at the bridal, and I assure you 
the like hath not been seen since the 
days of Lismahago. Like his prototype, 
the Captain advanced in a jaunty mili- 
tary step, with a kind of leer on his face 
that seemed to quiz the whole matter.” 
That the sketch was a portrait, though 
doubtless disguised to such an extent as 
rendered its introduction permissible, is 
very probable; and as it is beyond ques- 
tion one of the masterpieces of English 
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fiction, a few lines may well be given to 
the point. With great justice the Quar- 
terly Reviewer pronounces the character 
of Lismahago in no whit inferior to that 
of Scott’s Dugald Dalgetty ; and who 
would not go out of his way to trace 
any circumstance in the history of such 
a conception as that of the valiant Laird 
of Drumthwacket, the service-seeking 
Rittmaster of Swedish Black Dragoons ? 

Scott himself tells us that he recollect- 
ed “a good and gallant officer” who was 
said to have been the prototype of Lis- 
mahago, though probably the opinion had 
its origin in “the striking resemblance 
which he bore in externals to the dough- 
ty Captain.” Sir Walter names no name ; 
but there is a tradition that a certain 
Major Robert Stobo was the real original 
from which the picture was drawn. Stobo 
may fairly be said to fulfil the necessary 
requisites for this theory. That he was as 
great an oddity as ever lived is abundantly 
testified by his own “ Memorial,” written 
about 1760, and printed at Pittsburg in 
1854, from a copy of the MS. in the 
British Museum. At the breaking out 
of the Seven-Years’ War, he was in Vir- 
ginia, seeking his fortune under the pat- 
ronage of his countryman, Dinwiddie, 
and thus obtained a captaincy in the ex- 
pedition which Washington, in 1754, led 
to the Great Meadows. On the fall of 
Fort Necessity, he was one of the hos- 
tages surrendered by Washington to the 
enemy ; and thus, and by his subsequent 
doings at Fort Du Quesne and in Cana- 
da, he has linked his name with some 
interesting passages of our national his- 
tory.* That he was known to Smollett in 
after life appears by a letter from David 
Hume to the latter, in which his “strange 
adventures” are alluded to; and there is 
considerable resemblance between these, 
as narrated by Stobo himself, and those 
assigned by the novelist to Lismahago. 
And, bearing in mind the ineffable self 
complacency with which Stobo always 

* Some amusing particulars concerning 
Stobo may be found also in the Journal of 
Lieut. Simon Stevens: Boston 1760. — Eps. 
ATLANTIC. 
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dwells on himself and his belongings, 
the description of his person given in 
the “ Memorial” coincides very well with 
that of the figure which the novelist 
makes to descend in the yard of the 
Darham inn. One circumstance further 
may be noted. We are told of “the 
noble and sonorous names” which Miss 
Tabitha Bramble so much admired : “that 
Obadiah was an adventitious appellation, 
derived from his great-grandfather, who 
had been one of the original Covenant- 
ers; but Lismahago was the family sur- 
name, taken from a place in Scotland, 
so called.” Now we are not very well 
versed in Scottish topography; but we 
well recollect, that in Dean Swift's “ Me- 
moirs of Captain John Creichton,” who 
was a noted Cayalier in the reigns of 
Charles I., James IL, and William IHL, 
and had borne an active part in the 
persecution of “the puir hill-folk,” there 
is mention made of the name of Stobo. 
The Captain dwells with no little satis- 
faction upon the manner in which, after 
he had been so thoroughly outwitted by 
Mass David Williamson —the Covenant- 
ing minister, who played Achilles among 
the women at my Lady Cherrytree’s, 
—he succeeded in circumventing and 
taking prisoner “a notorious rebel, one 
Adam Stobow, a farmer in Fife near 
Culross.” And later in the same book 
occurs a very characteristic passage :— 
“ Having drunk hard one night, 1 dream- 
ed that I had found Captain David 
Steele, a notorious rebel, in one of the 
five farmers’ houses on a mountain in 
the shire of Clydesdale and parish of 
Lismahago, within eight miles of Hamil- 
ton, a place I was well acquainted with.” 
Lest the marvellous fulfilment of Creich- 
ton’s dream should induce other seekers 
to have resort to a like self-preparation, 
we will merely add, that the village of 
Hamilton is hard by the castle of the 
Duke of that name, to whose family we 
have already seen Smollett was under 
some obligations, and that it is described 
in the same pages with Lismahago. It 
is not improbable, therefore, that, being 
at Hamilton, the novelist’s attention may 
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have been attracted to “ Creichton’s Me- 
moirs,” which treat of the adjacent dis- 
tricts, and that the mention of Stobo’s 
name therein may have suggested to 
his mind its connection with Lismahago. 
Certainly there was no antecedent work 
to “Humphrey Clinker,” in which, as 
we may believe, either of these names 
finds a place, save this of Creichton; 
and as, throughout the whole series of 
letters, Smollett does not profess to avoid 
the introduction of actual persons and 
events, often even with no pretence of 
disguise, we need not hesitate to think 
that he would make no difficulty of turn- 
ing the eccentricities of a half-pay offi- 
cer to some useful account. 

But we have wandered too far away 
from the business of his correspondence. 
The next letter that we shall examine is 
one from John Gray, dated at Florence, 
Nov. 15th, 1770, to Smollett, at Leghorn. 
It abounds in details of the writer's at- 
tempts at the translation of a French 
play for the English stage, on which he 
desires a judgment; and cites verses 
from several of the songs it contains,— 
one of them being that so familiar to 
American ears thirty years since, when 
Lafayette was making his last tour 
through this country :— 


“ Ou peut on étre mieux 
Qu’au sein de sa fumille?” 


Gray had been at Leghorn, on his 
way to Rome; and now amuses his cor- 
respondent with the inconveniences of 
his journey under the auspices of a tip- 
pling companion, with his notions about 
Pisa and Italy in general, and with par- 
ticulars of public intelligence from home, 
some of which relate to Smollett’s old 
antagonist, Admiral Knowles.—* I de- 
spaired of executing Mrs. Smollett’s com- 
mission,” he says, “ for there was no ultra- 
marine to be found in the shops; but I 
at length procured a little from Mr. Patch, 
which I have sent along with the patterns 
in Mrs. Varrien’s letter, hoping that the 
word Mostre on the back of the letter 
will serve for a passport to all. The 
ultramarine costs nothing; therefore, if 
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it arrives safe, the commission is finish- 
ed.” 

We next have a couple of letters from 
Dr. Armstrong; which, on account of 
his ancient and enduring friendship for 
Smollett, and of the similarity in their 
careers, may be given at large. Arm- 
strong was a wrongheaded, righthearted 
man,—a surgeon in the army, we be- 
lieve,—and a worshipper of Apollo, as 
well in his proper person as in that of 
Esculapius. In these, and in the varied 
uses to which he turned his pen, the 
reader will see a similarity to the story 
of his brother Scot. That he was occa- 
sionally splenetic in his disposition is 
very manifest. His quarrel with Wilkes, 
with whom he had been on terms of in- 
timate friendship, finds a parallel in 
Smollett’s own history. The first letter 
is without date; but the reference to the 
publication of his “ Miscellanies” fixes it 
as of 1770, and at London. 


DR. ARMSTRONG TO DR. SMOLLETT. 


“ My prar Docror,—I reproach my- 
self;—but it is as insignificant as embar- 
rassing to explain some things ;—so much 
for that. As to my confidence in your 
stamina, I can see no reason to flinch 
from it; but I wish you would avoid all 
unwholesome accidents as much as pos- 
sible. 

“T am quite serious about my visit to 
you next autumn. My scheme is now 
to pass my June or July at Paris; from 
thence to set out for Italy, either over the 
Alps or by sea from Marseilles. I don’t 
expect the company of my widow lum- 
ber, or any other that may be too fat and 
indolent for such an excursion ; and hope 
to pick up some agreeable companion 
without being at the expense of adver- 
tising. 

“You feel exactly as I do on the sub- 
ject of State Politicks. But from some 
late glimpses it is still to be hoped that 
some Patriots may be disappointed in 
their favourite views of involving their 
country in confusion and destruction. As 
to the K. Bench patriot, it is hard to say 
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from what motive he published a letter 
of your’s asking some trifling favour of 
him on behalf of somebody for whom 
the Cham of Literature, Mr. Johnson, had 
interested himself. I have within this 
month published what I call my Miscel- 
lanies. Tho’ I admitted my operator to 
an equal share of profit and loss, the 
publication has been managed in such a 
manner as if there had been a combina- 
tion to suppress it: notwithstanding which, 
it makes its way very tolerably at least. 
But I have heard to-day that somebody 
is to give me a good trimming very 
soon. 

“ All friends remember you very kind- 
ly, and our little club at the Q. Arms 
never fail to devote a bumper to you, ex- 
cept when they are in the humour of 
drinking none but scoundrels. I send 
my best compliments to Mrs. Smollett 
and two other ladies, and beg you'll write 
me as soon as suits you: and with black 
ink. Iam always, my dear Doctor, most 
affectionately yours,— 

“Joun ARMSTRONG.” 


The letter to Wilkes had been written 
many years before, to obtain his assist- 
ance in procuring the release of John- 
son’s black servant, who had been im- 
pressed. It was couched in free terms 
respecting Dr. Johnson, and was proba- 
bly now given by Wilkes to the press in 
the hope that it might do its author harm 
with the Cham, or at least cause the lat- 
ter some annoyance. 

Armstrong’s next letter finds him ar- 
rived in Italy, and on the eve of repair- 
ing to his friend at Leghorn. 


DR. ARMSTRONG TO DR. SMOLLETT. 
Rome, 2nd June, 1770. 

“Dear Doctor,—I arrived here last 
Thursday night, and since that have al- 
ready seen all the most celebrated won- 
ders of Rome. But I am most generally 
disappointed in these matters; partly, I 
suppose, from my expectations being too 
high. But what I have seen has been in 
such a hurry as to make it a fatigue: be- 
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sides, T have strolled about amongst them 
neither in very good humour nor very 
good health. 

“T have delayed writing till T could 
lay before you the plan of my future op- 
erations for a few weeks. I propose to 
post it to Naples about the middle of next 
week, along with a Colonel of our Coun- 
try, who seems to be a very good-natured 
man. After remaining a week or ten 
days there, I shall return hither, and, af- 
ter having visited Tivoli and Frascati, set 
out for Leghorn, if possible, in some vessel 
from Civita Vecchia; for I hate the lodg- 
ings upon the road in this country. I don’t 
expect to be happy till I see Leghorn ; 
and if I find my Friend in such health 
as I wish him, or even hope for him, I 
shall not be disappointed in the chief 
pleasure I proposed to myself in my visit 
to Italy. As you talked of a ramble 
somewhere towards the South of France, 
T shall be extremely happy to attend 
you. 

“ T wrote to my brother from Genoa, and 
desired him to direct his answer to your 
care at Pisa. If it comes, please direct it, 
with your own letter, for which I shall 
long violently look, care of Mr. Francis 
Barazzi at Rome. I am, with my best 
compliments to Mrs. Smollett and the 
rest of the ladies, &c., 

“ Joun ARMSTRONG.” 


There is no reason to suppose that 
Armstrong found anything in the condi- 
tion of his friend to fulfil the anxious 
wishes of his letter. In the following 
year, Smollett died, leaving to his widow 
little beyond the empty consolations of 
his great fame. From her very narrow 
purse she supplied the means of erecting 
the stone: that marks the spot where he 
lies; and the pen of his companion, whose 
letter we have just given, furnished an 
appropriate inscription. The niggardly 
hands of government remained as firmly 
closed against the relief of Mrs. Smol- 
lett as they had been in answer to her 
husband’s own application for himself ; 
an application which must have cost a 
severe struggle to his proud spirit, and 
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of which his most intimate literary friends 
were probably never aware. I1é sought 
favors for others, says Dr. Moore; but 
“ for himself he never made an applica- 
tion to any great man in his life!” He 
was not intemperate, nor yet was he ex- 
travagant, but by nature hospitable and 
of a cheerful temperament; his house- 
keeping was never niggardly, so long as 
he could employ his pen. Thus his gen- 
ius was too often degraded to the hack- 
ney-tasks of booksellers; while a small 
portion of those pensions which were so 
lavishly bestowed upon ministerial de- 
pendants and placemen would have en- 
abled him to turn his mind to its con- 
genial pursuits, and probably to still fur- 
ther clevate the literary civilization of 
his country. But if there be satisfac- 
tion in the thought that a neglect sim- 
ilar to that which befell so bright a 
genius as his could no longer occur in 
England, there is food likewise for reflee- 
tion in the change that has come over 
the position in which men of letters lived 
in those days towards the public, and 
even towards each other. Let any one 
read the account of the ten or a dozen 
authors whom Smollett describes himself, 
in “ Humphrey Clinker,” as entertaining 
at dinneron Sundays,—that being the only 
day upon which they could pass through 
the streets without being seized by bailiffs 
for debt. Each character is drawn with 
a distinctive minuteness that leaves us no 
room to doubt its possessing a living orig- 
inal; yet how disgusting to suppose that 
such a crew were really to be seen at the 
board of a brother writer! and in what 
bad taste does their host describe and 
ridicule their squalor! That such things 
were in those times cannot be doubted. 
Even in this century, in the golden days 
of book-making, we are told how Con- 
stable and how Ballantyne, the great pub- 
lisher and the great printer of Edinburgh, 
— His Czarish Majesty,” and “the Dey 
of All-jeers,” as Scott would call them,— 
delighted at their Sunday dinners to 
practise the same exercises as those which 
Smollett relates,—how they would bring 
together for their diversion Constable’s 
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“poor authors,” and start his literary 
drudges on an after-dinner foot-race for 
a new pair of breeches, and the like! 
While it cannot justify the indifference 
with which Shelburne treated his request, 
we cannot but perceive that Smollett’s 
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contemptuous ridicule of his unfortunate 
or incapable Grub-Street friends must 
rob him of much of the sympathy which 
would otherwise accompany the minis- 
terial neglect with which the claims of 
literature were visited in his person. 


BLOODROOT 


“ Hast thou loved the wood-rose, and left it on its stalk ? 


Beecu-TreEes, stretching their arms, rugged, yet beautiful, 
Here shade meadow and brook ; here the gay bobolink, 
High poised over his mate, pours out his melody. 

Here, too, under the hill, blooms the wild violet; 

Damp nooks hide, near the brook, bellworts that modestly, 
Pale-faced, hanging their heads, droop there in silence ;> while 
South winds, noiseless and soft, bring us the odor of 

Birch twigs mingled with fresh buds of the hickory. 


Hard by, clinging to rocks, nods the red columbine ; 
Close hid, under the leaves, nestle anemones,— 
White-robed, airy and frail, tender and delicate. 


Ye who, wandering here, seeking the beautiful, 
Stoop down, thinking to pluck one of these favorites, 


Take heed! Nymphs may avenge. 


List to a prodigy ;— 


One moon scarcely has waned since I here witnessed it. 


One moon searcely has waned, since, on a holiday, 

T came, careless and gay, into this paradise,— 

Found here, wrapped in their cloaks made of a leaf, little 
White flowers, pure as the snow, modest and innocent,— 
Stooped down, eagerly plucked one of the fairest, when 

Forth rushed, fresh from the stem broken thus wickedly, 

Blood !—tears, red, as of blood !—shed through my selfishness ! 
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THE DIFFERENTIAL AND INTEGRAL CALCULUS. 


TloAAG ra dewd, xovdiv dv- 
Uparov dewdrepov wéder . . . 


repiopadne avip ! 


“Many things are wonderful,” says the 
Greek poet, “but nought more wonder- 
ful than man, all-inventive man!” And 
surely, among many wonders wrought 
out by human endeavor, there are few 
of higher interest than that splendid sys- 
tem of mathematical science, the growth 
of so many slow-revolving ages and toil- 
ing hands, still incomplete, destined to re- 
main so forever perhaps, but to-day em- 
bracing within its wide circuit many mar- 
vellous trophies wrung from Nature in 
closest contest. There are strange depths, 
doubtless, in the human soul,— recesses 
where the universal sunlight of reason 
fails us altogether; into which if we 
would enter, it must be humbly and 
trustfully, laying our right hands rey- 
erentially in God's, that he may lead 
us. There are faculties reaching farther 
than all reason, and utterances of high- 
er import than hers,—problems, too, in 
the solution of which we shall derive 
very little aid from any mere mathe- 
matical considerations. Those who think 
differently should read once more, and 
more attentively, the sad history of fran- 
tic folly and limitless license, written 
down forever under the date, Septem- 
ber, 1792, boastfully proclaimed to the 
world as the New Era, the year 1 of 
the Age of Reason. Perhaps the num- 
ber of those who would to-day follow 
Momoro’s pretty wife with loud adula- 
tion and Bacchanalian rejoicings to the 
insulted Church of Notre Dame, thus 
publicly disowning the God of the Uni- 
verse and discarding the sweetest of all 
hopes, the hope of immortality and eter- 
nal youth after the weariness of age, 
would be found to be very small. This 
was indeed a new version of the old 
story of Godiva, wherein implacable, in- 
human hate sadly enough took the place 
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of the sweet Christian charity of that 
dear lady. Let us recognize its deep 
significance, and acknowledge that many 
things of very great importance lie be- 
yond the utmost limits of human reason. 

But let us not forget, meanwhile, that 
within its own sphere this same Human 
Reason is an apt conjuror, marshalling 
and deftly controlling the powers of the 
earth and air to a degree wonderful and 
full of interest. And nowhere have all 
its possibilities so fully found expression 
in vast attainment as in those studies 
preéminently called the mathematics, as 
embracing all za@7o1c, all sound learning. 
Casting about for some sure anchorage, 
drifting hither and thither over change- 
ful seas of phenomena, a large body of 
men, deep, clear thinkers withal, some 
twenty-four centuries since, fancied that ~ 
they had found all truth in the fixed, 
eternal relations of number and quantity. 
Hence that wide-spread Pythagorean phi- 
losophy, with its spheral harmonies and 
esoteric mysteries, uniting in one broth- 
erhood for many years men of thought 
and action,—dare we say, our inferiors ? 
Why allude to the old fable of the dwarf 
upon the giant’s shoulders ? Let us have 
a tender care for the sensitive nature of 
this ultimate Nineteenth Century, and 
refrain. They were not so far wrong 
either, those old philosophers; they saw 
clearly a part of the boundless expanse of 
Truth—and somewhat prematurely, as 
we believe, pronounced it the true Land’s 
End, stoutly asserting that beyond lay 
only barren seas of uncertain conjecture. 

But mark what followed! Presently, 
under their hands, fair and clear of out- 
line as a Grecian temple, grew up the 
science of Geometry. Perfect for all 
time, and as incapable of change or im- 
provement as the Parthenon, appear the 
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Elements of Euclid, whose voice comes 
floating down through the ages, in that 
one significant rejoinder,—* Non est re- 
gia ad mathematicam via.” It is the re- 
ply of the mathematician, quiet-eyed and 
thoughttul, to the first Ptolemy, inquiring 
if there were not some less diflicult path 
to the mysteries. But the Greek Geom- 
etry was in no wise confined to the ele- 
ments. Before Euclid, Plato is said to 
have written over the entrance to his 
garden,—* Let no one enter, who is un- 
acquainted with geometry,”— and had 
himself unveiled the geometrical analysis, 
exhibiting the whole strength and weak- 
ness of the instrument, and applying it 
successfully in the discussion of the prop- 
erties of the Conic Sections. Various 
were the discoveries, and various the dis- 
coverers also, all now at rest, like Ar- 
chimedes, the greatest of them all, in his 
Sicilian tomb, overgrown with brambles 
and forgotten, found only by careful re- 
search of that liberal-minded Cicero, and 
recognized only by the sphere and cir- 
eumscribed cylinder thereon engraved 
by the dead mathematician’s direction. 
Meanwhile, let us turn elsewhere, to 
that singular people whose name alone 
is suggestive of all the passion, all the 
deep repose of the East. Very unlike 
the Greeks we shall find these Arabs, a 
nation intellectually, as physically, char- 
acterized by adroitness rather than en- 
durance, by free, careless grace rather 
than perfect, well-ordered symmetry. 
Called forth from centuries of proud re- 
pose, not unadorned by noble studies 
and by poesy, they swept like wildfire, 
under Mohammed and_ his successors, 
over Palestine, Syria, Persia, Egypt, and 
before the expiration of the Seventh Cen- 
tury occupied Sicily and the North of 
Africa. Spain soon fell into their hands ; 
—only that seven-days’ battle of Tours, 
resplendent with many brilliant feats of 
arins, resonant with shoutings, and weight- 
ier with fate than those dusty combatants 
knew, saved France. Then until the 
last year of the Eleventh Century, al- 
most four hundred years, the Caliphs 
ruled the Spanish Peninsula. Architec- 
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ture, music, astrology, chemistry, medi- 
cine,— all these arts, were theirs; the 
grace of the Alhambra endures; deep 
and permanent are the traces left by 
these Saracens upon European. civiliza- 
tion. During all this time they were 
never idle. Continually they seized 
upon the thoughts of others, gathering 
them in from every quarter, translat- 
ing the Greek mathematical works, bor- 
rowing the Indian arithmetic and sys- 
tem of notation, which we in turn call 
Arabic, filling the world with wild astro- 
logical fantasies. Nay, the “ good Ha- 
roun Al Raschid,” familiar to us all as 
the genial-hearted sovereign gf the World 
ot Faéry, is said to have sent from Bag- 
dad, in the year 807 or thereabout, a 
royal present to Charlemagne, a very 
singular clock, which marked the hours 
by the sonorous fall of heavy balls into 
an iron yase. At noon, appeared simul- 
taneously, at twelve open doors, twelve 
knights in armor, retiring one after an- 
other, as the hour struck. The time- 
piece then had superseded the sun-dial 
and hour-glass ; the mechanical arts had 
attained no slight degree of perfection. 
But passing over all ingenious mechan- 
ism, making no mention here of astro- 
nomical discoveries, some of them sur- 
prising enough, it is especially for the 
Algebraic analysis that we must thank 
the Moors. A strange fascination, doubt- 
less, these crafty men found in the caba- 
listic characters and hidden processes of 
reasoning peculiar to this science. So 
they established it on a firm basis, solv- 
ing equations of no inconsiderable diff- 
eulty, (of the fourth degree, it is said.) 
and enriched our arithmetic with vari- 
ous rules derived from this souree, Sin- 
@le and Double Position among others. 
Trigonometry became a distinct branch 
of study with them; and then, as sud- 
denly as they had appeared, they pass- 
ed away. The Moorish cavalier had no 
longer a place in the history of the com- 
ing days; the sage had done his duty and 
departed, leaving among his mysterious 
manuscripts, bristling with uncouth, and, 
as the many believed, unholy signs, the 
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elements of truth mingled with much er- 
ror,—error which in the advancing cen- 
turies fell off as easily as the husk from 
ripe corn. Whether the present civili- 
zation of Spain is an adyance upon that 
of the Moors might in many respects be- 
come a matter of much doubt. 

Long lethargy and intellectual inani- 
tion brooded over Christian Europe. ‘The 
darkness of the Middle Ages reached its 
midnight, and slowly the dawn arose,— 
musical with the chirping of innumerable 
trouvéres and minnesingers. As early as 
the Tenth Century, Gerbert, afterwards 
Pope Sylvester IL, had passed into Spain 
and brought thence arithmetic, astrono- 
my, and geometry; and five hundred 
years after, led by the old tradition of 
Moorish skill, Camille Leonard of Pisa 
sailed away over the sea into the distant 
East, and brought back the forgotten al- 
gebra and trigonometry,—a rich lading, 
better than gold-dust or many negroes. 
Then, in that Fifteenth Century, and in 
the Sixteenth, followed much that is of in- 
terest, not to be mentioned here. Coper- 
nicus, Galileo, Kepler,—we must pass on, 
only indicating these names of men whose 
lives have something of romance in them, 
so much are they tinged with the char- 
acteristics of an age just passing away 
forever, played out and ended. The in- 
vention of printing, the restoration of 
classical learning, the discovery of Amer- 
ica, the Reformation, followed each other 
in splendid succession, and the Seven- 
teenth Century dawned upon the world. 

The Seventeenth Century !— forev- 
er remarkable alike for intellectual and 
physical activity, the age of Louis XTV. 
in France, the revolutionary period of 
English history, say, rather, the Crom- 
wellian period, indelibly written down in 
German remembrance by that Thirty- 
Years’ War.—these are only the external 
manifestations of that prodigious activi- 
ty which prevailed in every direction. 
Meanwhile the two sciences of algebra 
and geometry, thus far single, each de- 
pending on its own resources, neither in 
consequence fully developed, as nothing 
of human or divine origin can be alone, 
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were united, in the very beginning of 
this epoch, by Descartes. This philoso- 
pher first applied the algebraic analy- 
sis to the solution of geometrical prob- 
lems; and in this brilliant discovery lay 
the germ of a sudden growth of interest 
in the pure mathematics. The breadth 
and facility of these solutions added a 
new charm to the investigation of curves; 
and passing lightly by the Conic Sections, 
the mathematicians of that day busied 
themselves in finding the areas, solids of 
revolution, tangents, etc., of all imagin- 
able curves,—some of them remarkable 
enough. Such is the cycloid, first con- 
ceived by Galileo, and a stumbling-block 
and cause of contention among geome- 
ters long after he had left it, together 
with his system of the universe, undeter 
mined. Descartes, Roberval, Pascal, be- 
came successively challengers or chal- 
lenged respecting some new property of 
this curve. Thereupon followed the epi- 
eycloids, curves which—as the cycloid is 
generated by a point upon the circumfer- 
ence of a circle rolled along a straight 
line —are generated by a similar point 
when the path of the circle becomes any 
curve whatever. Caustic curves, spirals 
without number, succeeded, of which but 
one shall claim our notice,—the logarith- 
mie spiral, first fully discussed by James 
Bernouilli. This : the 


curve 
property of reproducing itself in a varie- 


ty of curious and interesting ways; for 
which reason Bernouilli wished it in- 
scribed upon his tomb, with the motto,— 
Eadem mutata resurgo. Shall we wisely 
shake our heads at all this, as unavail- 
ing? Can we not see the hand of Proy- 
idence, all through history, leading men 
wiselier than they knew? If not, may 
it not be possible that we have read the 
wrong book,—the Universal Gazetteer, 
perhaps, instead of the true History ? 
When Plato and Plato's followers wrought 
out the theory of those Conic Sections, do 
we imagine that they saw the great truth, 
now evident, that every whirling planet 
in the silent spaces, yes, and every fall- 
ing body on this earth, describes one of 
these same curves which furnished to 
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those Athenian philosophers what you, my 
practical friend, stigmatize as idle amuse- 
ment? Comfort yourself, my friend: there 
was many a Callicles then who believed 
that he could better bestow his time upon 
the politics of the state, neglecting these 
vain speculations, which to-day are found 
to be not quite unprofitable, after all, you 
perceive. 

And so in the instance which suggest- 
ed these reflections, all this eager study 
of unmeaning curves (if there be any- 
thing in the starry universe quite un- 
meaning) was leading gradually, but 
directly, to the discovery of the most 
wonderful of all mathematical instru- 
ments, the Calculus preéminently. In 
the quadrature of curves, the method of 
exhaustions was most ancient,—where- 
by similar circumscribed and inscribed 
polygons, by continually increasing the 
number of their sides, were made to ap- 
proach the curve until the space con- 
tained between them was exhausted, or 
reduced to an inappreciable quantity. 
The sides of the polygons, it was evident, 
must then be infinitely small. Yet the 
polygons and curves were always re- 
garded as distinct lines, differing inap- 
preciably, but different. The careful 
study of the period to which we refer 
led to a new discovery, that every curve 
may be considered as composed of infi- 
nitely small straight lines. For, by the 
definition which assigns to a point posi- 
tion without extension, there can be no 
tangency of points without coincidence. 
In the circumference of the circle, then, 
no two of the points equidistant from the 
centre can touch each other; and the 
circumference must be made up of infi- 
nitely small rectilineal sides joining these 
points. 

A clear conception of this fact led al- 
most immediately to the Method of Tan- 
gents of Fermat and Barrow; and this 
again is the stepping-stone to the Differ- 
ential Calculus,— itself a particular ap- 
plication of that instrument. Dr. Bar- 
row regarded the tangent as merely the 
prolongation of any one of these infi- 
nitely small sides, and demonstrated the 
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relations of these sides to the curve and 
its ordinates. His work, entitled “ Lec- 
tiones Geometrice,” appeared in 1669. 
To his high abilities was united a sim- 
plicity of character almost sublime. “Tu, 
autem, Domine, quantus es geometra!” 
was written on the title-page of his 
Apollonius; and in the last hour he ex- 
pressed his joy, that now, in the bosom 
of God, he should arrive at the solution 
of many problems of the highest interest, 
without pain or weariness. The com- 
ment of the French historian conveys 
a sly sarcasm on the Eneyclopedists :-— 
“On voit au reste, par-la, que Barrow 
étoit un pauvre philosophe; car il croi- 
roit en Uimmortalité de UVame, et une 
Divinité, autre que la nature univer- 
selle.” * 

The Italian Cavalleri had, before this. 
published his “ Geometry of Indivisibles,” 
and fully established his theory in the 
“ Exercitationes Mathematice,” which 
appeared in 1647. Led to these consid- 
erations by various problems of unusual 
difficulty proposed by the great Kepler, 
who appears fo have introduced infinite- 
ly great and infinitely small quantities 
into mathematical calculations for the 
first time, in a tract on the measure of 
solids, Cavalleri enounced the principle, 
that all lines are composed of an infinite 
number of points, all surfaces of an infi- 
nite number of lines, and all solids of an 
infinite number of surfaces. What this 
statement lacks in’ strict accuracy is 
abundantly made up in its conciseness ; 
and when some discussion arose there- 
upon, it appeared that the absurdity was 
only seeming, and that the author him- 
self clearly enough understood by these 
apparently harsh terms, infinitely small 


sides, areas, and sections. Establishing 


the relation between these elements and 
their primitives, the way lay open to the 
Integral Calculus. The greatest geom- 
eters of the day, Pascal, Roberval, and 
others, unhesitatingly adopted this meth- 
od, and employed it in the abstruse re- 
searches which engaged their attention. 
Tlist. des Math. 
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And now, when but the magic touch 
of genius was wanting to unite and har- 
monize these scattered elements, came 
Newton. Early recognized by Dr. Bar- 
row, that truly great and good man re- 
sioned the Mathematical Chair at Cam- 
bridge in his favor. Twenty-seven years 
of age, he entered upon his duties, having 
ssion of the Calculus of Flux- 
ions since 1666, three years previously. 
Why speak of all his other discoveries, 
known to the whole world ? 


been in posse 


Animi vi 
prope divind, planetarum motus, figuras, 
cometarum semitas, Oceanique cestus, sud 
Mathesi lucem preeferente, primus demon- 
siravit. Radiorwm lucis dissimilitutines, 
colorumque inde nascentium proprictates, 
quas nemo suspicatus est, pervestigavil. 
So stands the record in Westminster Ab- 
bey; and in many a dusty alcove stands 
the “ Principia,” a prouder monument 
perhaps, more enduring than brass or 
erumbling stone. And yet, with rare 
modesty, such as might be considered 
again and again with singular advan- 
tage by many another, this great man 
hesitated to publish to the world his rich 
discoveries, wishing rather to wait for 
maturity and perfection. The solicita- 
tion of Dr. Barrow, however, prevailed 
upon him to send forth, about this time, 
the “Analysis of Equations containing 
an Infinite Number of Terms,”’—a work 
which proves, incontestably, that he was 
in possession of the Calculus, though no- 
where explaining its principles. 

This delay occasioned the bitter quar- 
rel between Newton and Leibnitz,—a 
quarrel exaggerated by narrow-minded 
partisans, and in truth not very credita- 
ble, in all its ramifications, to either party. 
Newton, in the course of a scientific cor- 
respondence with Leibnitz, published in 
1712, by the Royal Society, under the 
title, “Commercium Epistolicum de An- 
alysi_ promota,” not only communicated 
very many remarkable discoveries, but 
added, that he was in possession of the 
inverse problem of the tangents, and that 
he employed two methods which he did 
not choose to make public, for which 
reason he concealed them by anagram- 
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matical transposition, so effectual as com- 
pletely to extinguish the faint glimmer of 
light which shone through his scanty ex- 
planation.* The reference is obviously 
to what was afterwards known as the 
Method of Fluxions and Fluents. This 
method he derived from the considera- 
tion of the laws of motion uniformly 
varied, like the motion of the extreme 
point of the ordinate of any curve what- 
ever. The name which he gave to his 
method is derived from the idea of mo- 
tion connected with its origin. 

Leibnitz, reflecting upon these state- 
ments on the part of Newton, arrived 
by a somewhat different path at the Dif 
ferential and Integral Caleulus, reason- 
ing, however, concerning infinitely ereat 
and infinitely small quantities in gener- 
al, viewing the problem algebraically in- 
stead of geometrically,—and immediate- 
ly imparted the result of his studies to 
the English mathematician. In the Pref- 
ace to the jirst edition of the “ Princi- 
pia,” Newton says, “ It is ten years since, 
being in correspondence with M. Leib- 
nitz, and having instructed him that I 
was in possession of a method of deter- 
mining tangents and solving questions 
involving maxima and minima, a meth- 
od which included irrational expressions, 
and having concealed it by transposing 
the letters, he replied to me that he had 
discovered a similar method, which he 
communicated, differing from mine ouly 
in the terms and signs, as well as in the 
generation of the quantities.” This would 
seem to be sufficient to set at rest any 
conceivable controversy, establishing an 
equal claim to originality, conceding pri- 
ority of discovery to Newton. Thus far 
all had been open and honorable. The 
petty complaint, that, while Leibnitz free- 
ly imparted his discoveries to Newton, 


* This logograph Newton afterwards ren- 
dered as follows: “Una methodus consistit 
in extractione fluentis quantitatis ex sequa- 
tione simul involvente; altera tanttiim in as- 
sumptione seriei pro quantitate incognité ex 
qué cetere commode derivari possunt, et in 
collatione terminorum homologorum sequa- 
tionis resultantis ad eruendos terminos seriei 
assumpte."? 
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the latter churlishly concealed his own, 
would deserve to be considered, if it 
were obligatory upon every man of gen- 
ius to unfold immediately to the world 
the results of his labor. As there may 
be many reasons for a different course, 
which we can never know, perhaps could 
never hope to appreciate, if’ we did know 
them, let us pass on, merely recalling the 
example of Galileo. When the first faint 
glimpses of the rings of Saturn floated 
hazily in the field of his imperfect tele- 
scope, he was misled into the belief that 
three large bodies composed the then 
most distant light of the system,—a con- 
clusion which, in 1610, he communicated 
to Kepler in the following logograph :— 

SMAISMRMILMEPOETALEVMIBVNENGTTAVIRAVS. 

It is not strange that the riddle was 
unread. The old problem, Given the 
Greek alphabet, to find an Iliad, differs 
from this rather in degree than in kind. 
The sentence disentangled runs thus :— 

ALTISSIMVM PLANETAM TERGEMINVM OBSERVAVI. 
And yet we have never heard that Kep- 
ler, or, in fact, Leibnitz himself, felt ag- 
grieved by such a course. 

But Leibnitz made his discovery pub- 
lie, neglecting to give Newton any credit 
whatever; and so it happened that va- 
rious patriotic Englishmen raised the ery 
of plagiarism. Keil, in the “ Philosophical 
Transactions” for 1708, declared that he 
had published the Method of Fluxions, 
only changing the name and _ notation. 
Much debate and angry discussion fol- 
lowed; and, alas for human weakness! 
Newton himself, in a later edition of the 
“ Principia,” struck out the generous re- 
cognition of genius recorded above, and 
joined in terming Leibnitz an impostor, 
—while the latter maintained that New- 
ton had not fathomed the more abstruse 
depths of the new Calculus. The “ Com- 
mercium Epistolicum” was published, 
giving rise to new contentions ; and on- 
ly death, which ends all things, ended 
the dispute. Leibnitz died in 1716. 

The Calenlus at first found its chief 
supporters on the Continent. James and 
John Bernouilli, Varignon, author of the 
“ Theory of Variations,” and the Marquis 
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de Hopital, were the first to appreciate 
it; but soon it attracted the attention of 
the scientific world to such a degree that 
the frivolous populace of Paris had even 
a well-known song with the burden, “ Des 
infiniment petits.” Neither were oppo- 
nents wanting. Wrong-headed men and 
thick-headed men are unfortunately too 
numerous in all times and places. One 
Nieuwentiit, a dweller in intellectual fog- 
banks, who had distinguished himself by 
proving the existence of the Deity in one 
of his works, made about this time what 
he doubtless considered a second discov- 
ery. He found a flaw in the reasoning 
of Leibnitz, namely, that he (Nieuwen- 
tiit) could not conceive of quantities in- 
finitely small! A certain Chever also 
performed sundry singular mathematical 
feats, such as squaring the circle, a prob- 
lem which he reduced to the single ques- 
tion, Construere mundum divine menti 
analagwn, and showing that the parabo- 
la, the only conic section squared by an- 
cient or modern geometers, could never 
be quadrated, to the eternal discomfiture 
and discredit of the shade of Archimedes. 
Leibnitz used every means in his power 
to engage these worthy adversaries in a 
contest concerning his Calculus, but un- 
fortunately failed. Bishop Berkeley, too, 
author of the “ Essay on Tar-Water,” 
devout disbeliever in the material uni- 
verse, could not resist the Quixotic in- 
clination to run a tilt against a science 
which promised so much aid in unveil- 
ing those starry splendors which he with 
strenuous asseveration denied. Ie pub- 
lished, in 1754, “The Minute Philoso- 
pher,” and soon after, “ The Analyst, or 
the Discourse of a Mathematician,” show- 
ing that the Mathematics are opposed to 
religion, and cultivate an incredulous spir- 
it, — such as would never for a moment 
listen, let us hope, to any theory which 
proclaims this green earth and all the 
universe “such stuff as dreams are made 
of,” even though the doctrine be ecclesi- 
astically sustained and backed with abun- 
dant wealth of learning. Numerous were 
the defenders, called out rather by the 
acknowledged metaphysical ability of 
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Bishop Berkeley than by any transeend- 
ent merit in these two tracts ; and among 
others came Maclaurin. 

Taylor’s Theorem, based upon that 
first published by Maclaurin, is the foun- 
dation of the Calculus by La Grange, 
differing from the methods of Leibnitz 
and Newton in the manner of deriving 
the auxiliaries employed, proceeding up- 
on analytical considerations throughout. 
Of his “ Théorie des Fonctions,” and 
that noblest achievement of the pure rea- 
son, the “ Mécanique Analytique,” we do 
not propose to speak, nor of the later 
developments of the Calculus, so largely 
due to his genius and labors. These are 
mysteries, known only to the initiated, 
yet capable of raising their thoughts in as 
sublime emotion as arose from the view 
of the elder, forgotten mysteries, which 
Cicero deemed the very source and be- 
ginning of true life. 

We have seen how, and through whose 
toil, this mightiest instrament of human 
thought has reached its present perfec- 
tion. Now, its vast powers fully recog- 
nized, it has become interwoven with all 
Natural Philosophy. On its sure basis 
rests that majestic structure, the “ Mé- 
canique Céleste” of La Place. Its dem- 
onstration supports with undoubted proof 
many doctrines of the great Newton. 
Discovery has succeeded discovery ; but 
its powers have never yet been fully test- 
ed. “Tt is that field of mathematical in- 
vestigation,” says Davies, “ where genius 
may exert its highest powers and find its 
surest rewards.” Looking back through 
the long course of events leading to such 
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a magnificent result, looking up to that 
choral dance of wandering planets, all 
whose courses and seasons are marked 
down for us in the yearly almanac, can 
we not find in these manifestations some- 
thing on the whole quite wonderful, wor- 
thy of very deep thankfulness, heartfelt 
humility withal, and far-reaching hope ? 

In an age of many-colored absurdity, 
when extremes meet and contradictions 
harmonize,—when men of gross, materi- 
al aims give implicit confidence to the 
wildest ravings of the supernatural, and 
pure-minded men embrace French theo- 
ries of social organization,—when crowds 
of dullards all aflame with unexpected im- 
avination assemble in ascension-robes to 
await the apovalyptic trump, and Asiat- 
ic polygamy spreads unmolested along 
our Western rivers,—when the predic- 
tion is accomplished, “ Old men dream 
dreams and young men see visions,” and 
the most practical of the ages bids fair 
to elide ghostly into history as the most 
superstitious,— it is well, it can but be 
well, to contemplate reverently that Rea- 
son, which Coleridge, after Leighton, calls 
“an influence from the Glory of the Al- 
mighty.” In the contemplation of the 
spirit of man (not your animula, by any 
means!) there is earnest of immortality 
which needs not that one rise from the 
dead to confirm it. In view of the Fore- 
sight which guides men, we may trust 
that all this tumultuous sense of inade- 
quacy in present institutions, this blind 
notion of wrong, far enough from intel- 
ligent correction, is, after all, better than 
sluggish inaction. 


BULLS AND BEARS. 


[ Concluded. ] 


CHAPTER XXX. 

Tue suspension of specie payments 
brought instant relief to all really sol- 
vent mercantile houses; since those who 
had valuable assets of any kind could 


now obtain discounts sufficient to enable 
them to meet their liabilities. Among 
those who were at once relieved was the 
house of Lindsay and Company ; they re- 
sumed payment and recommenced busi- 


1859.] 


ness. Mr. Lindsay lost no time in find- 
ing his clerk Monroe, and reinstated him 
with an increased salary. Great was the 
sorrow in the ragged school at the loss 
of the teacher; and it was with some re- 
gret that he abandoned the place. He 
felt no especial vocation to the career of 
a missionary; but his duties had become 
less irksome than at the beginning, if not 
absolutely pleasant. His own position, 
however, was such that he could not af- 
ford to continue in his self-denying occu- 
pation. Easelmann was one of the first 
to congratulate him upon his improved 
prospects. 

“ Don’t you feel sorry, my dear fellow ? 
Now you get upon your treadmill of busi- 
ness, and you must keep going, or break 
your legs. Think, too, of the jolly little 
rascals you have left! The beggars are 
the only aristocracy we have,—the only 
people who enjoy their dolee fur niente. 
Look on the Common: who are there 
amusing themselves on a fine day, unless 
it be your Duke Do-nothing, Earl Out-at- 
elbows, Duchess Draggle-tail, and others 
of that happy class? Meanwhile your 
Lawrences, Eliots, and the “ Merchant 
Princes” (a satirical dog that invented 
the title!) are going about with sharpen- 
ed faces, looking as though they weren't 
sure of a dinner. Oh, business is a great 
matter, to be sure! but the idlers, artists, 
poets, and other lazzaroni, are the only 
people that enjoy life.” 

Monroe smiled, and only replied,— 

“ Think of my mother! I must do 
something besides enjoying life, as you 
call it: I must earn the means of making 
it enjoyable.” 

“ You were always a good boy,” replied 
his friend, benignantly. “So go to work; 
but don’t forget to walk out of town now 
and then; in which case, I hope you won't 
disdain the company of one of the idlers.” 


The “mother” was full of joy; her 
melancholy nervousness almost wholly 
forsook her. She looked proudly upon 
her “dear boy,” thinking him the best, 
most considerate, faithful, and affection- 
ate of sons,—as he was. 
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Walter, after listening to her benedic- 
tions, told her he had an invitation from 
Mr. Lindsay to dine the next day, and 
begged her to go with him; but the habit 
of inaction, the dread of bustle and mo- 
tion, were too strong to be overcome. 
She could not be persuaded to leave 
home. 

“But go, by all means, Walter,” she 
added. “It will be pleasant to be on 
such terms with your employer. T must 
keep watch of you, though, now that 


Alice is gone. Are there young ladies 


at the house ?” 

“Why, mother, how jealous you are! 
Do you think I go about falling in love 
with all the young ladies I see? Mr. 
Lindsay has a beautiful daughter; but do 
you think a poor clerk is likely to be re- 
garded as ‘eligible’ by a family accus- 
tomed to wealth and luxury ?” 

The mother looked as though she 
thought her son a match for the richest 
and proudest; she said nothing, but pat- 
ted his head as though he were still only 
a boy. 

“ Speaking of Alice, mother, I am very 
much concerned about her. Now that I 
am reéstablished, 1 shall make every ex- 
ertion to find her and bring her home to 
live with us. Mr. Greenleat, I know, is 
looking for her; very litle good it will 
do him, if he finds her.” 

“But we shall hear from him, I pre- 
sume ?” 

“JT think so. Te is intimate with my 
friend Mr. Easelmann.—But, mother, I 
have some more good news. I shall get 
our property back. Lawyers say that 
Mr. Tonsor will be obliged to give up 
the notes, and look to the estate of Sand- 
ford for the money he lent. And the 
notes, fortunately, are as valuable as ev- 
er, in spite of all the multitude of fail- 
ures ; one name, at least, on each note is 
good.” 

“Everything comes back, like Job's 
prosperity. This repays us for all our 
anxiety.” 

“Tf Alice had not run away!” 

“But we shall have her again,—poor 
motherless child!” 
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So with mutual gratulations they pass- 
ed the evening. My readers who now 
enjoy a mother’s love, or look back with 
affectionate reverence to such scenes in 
the past, will pardon these apparently 
unimportant portions of the story. Soon- 
er or later all will learn that no worldly 
success whatever, no friendships, not even 
the absorbing love of wife and children, 
ean afford a pleasure so full, so serene, 
as the sacred feeling which rises at the 
recollection of a mother’s self-sacrificing 
affection. 

Very commonplace, no doubt, — but 
still worth an occasional thought. As 
for those who demand that natural and 
simple feelings shall be ignored, and that 
every chapter shall record something not 
less startling than murder or treason, are 
there not already means for gratifying 
their tastes? Do not the “ Torpedo” 
and the “ Blessing of the Boudoir” give 
enough of these delicate condiments with 
the intellectual viands they furnish? Let 
old-fashioned people enjoy their plain 
dishes in peace. 


CHAPTER XXXI. 


Tne reader may be quite sure that 
Greenleaf lost no time in presenting him- 
self at Easelmann’s studio on the morn- 
ing after his last interview. 

“On hand early, I see,” said the elder. 
“And how fresh you look! The blood 
comes dancing into your face; you are 
radiant with expectation.” 

“You mummy, what do you suppose T 
am made of, if the thought of meeting 
Alice should not quicken my blood a 
little ?” 

“Tf it were my ease, I think my cheeks 
would tingle from another cause.” 

“Now you need not try to frighten 
me. I will see her first. I don’t believe 
she has forgotten me.” 

“Nor I; but forgetting is one thing, 
and forgiving is another. Besides, we 
haven't seen her yet.” 

*T haven't, I know; but I'll wager you 
have.” 
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“Well, my Hotspur, I sha’n’t entice 
her away from you.” 

“ Let us go,” said Greenleaf. 

“ Presently ; I raust finish this pipe 
first; it lasts thirty-six minutes, and I 
have smoked only—let me see—twenty- 
eight.” 

“Well, puff away ; but you'll burn up 
my patience with your tobacco, unless 
you are ready soon.” 

“Don’t hurry. You'll get to your 
stool. of repentance quite soon enough. 
Have you heard the news? The banks 
have suspended,—ditto Fletcher, a bank- 
er’s clerk. 

“ What do you mean ?” 

“Plain enough. The banks suspend 
paying specie because they haven't any 
to redeem their bills; and Fletcher, be 
cause he has neither specie nor bills.” 

“ Fletcher suspended ?” 

“Yes, sus. per coll., as the Newgate 
records have it—hung himself with his 
handkerchief,—an article he might have 
put to better use.” 

And Easelmann blew a vigorous blast 
with his, as he laid down the pipe. 

“You understand, choking is disagree- 
able,—painfiul, in fact,—and, if indulged 
in long enough, is apt to produce unpleas- 
ant effects. Remember, I once warned 
you against it.” 

“This matter of suicide is horrible 
Couldn't it have been prevented ?” 

“ Yes, if Fletcher could have got hold 
of Bullion.” 

“Coin would have done as well, I sup- 
pose.” 

“ Now haven’t T been successful in di- 
verting your attention? You have ac 
tually punned. Don’t you know Mr. 
Bullion, the capitalist ?” 

“T have good reason to remember him, 
though I don’t know him myself. My 
father was once connected with him in 
business, and not at all to his own ad- 
vantage.” 

“T never heard you speak of your fa- 
ther before ; in fact, I never knew you 
had one.” 

“Tt was not necessary to speak of him; 
he has been dead many years.” 
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“ And left you nothing to remember 
him by. Now a man with an estate has 
& perpetual reminder.” 

“So has the son-of a famous man; 
and people are continually depreciating 
him, comparing his little bud of promise 
with the ripe fruitage of the ancestral 
tree. I prefer to acquire my own for- 
tune and my own fame. My father did 
his part by giving me being and edu- 
cating me.— But come; your pipe is 
out; you draw like a pump, without 
pulling even a nebula of smoke.” 

“T suppose I must yield. First a la- 
vation; this Virginian incense is more 
agreeable to devout worshippers like you 
and me than to the uninitiated. There,” 
(wiping the water from his moustaches,) 
“now I am qualified to meet that queenly 
rose, Mrs. Sandford, or even that deli- 
cate spring violet of yours,—if we should 
find the nook where she blooms.” 

“You are the most tantalizing fellow ! 
How proyokingly cool you are, to stand 
dallying as though you were going on the 
most indifferent errand! And all the 
while to remind me of what I have lost. 
Come, you look sufficiently fascinating ; 
your gray moustache has the proper ar- 
tistic curl; your hair is carelessly-well- 
arranged.” 

“So the boy can’t wait for due prepa- 
ration. ‘There, I believe I am ready.” 

Arrived at the house where Mrs. Sand- 
ford boarded, they were ushered into the 
reception-room ; but Easelmann, bidding 
his friend wait, followed the servant up- 


stairs. Waiting is never an agreeable 
employment. The courtier in the ante- 


chamber before the expected audience, 
the oflice-seeker at the end of a cue in 
the Presidential mansion, the beau loung- 
ing in the drawing-room while the idol 
of his soul is in her chamber busy with 
the thousand little arts that are to com- 
plete her charms,—none of these find 
that time speeds. To Greenleaf the 
delay was full of torture; he paced the 
room, looked at the pictures without 
seeing anything, looked out of the win- 
dow, turned over the gift-books on the 
table, counted the squares in the car- 


Bulls and Bears. 


715 


pet, and finally sat down in utter de- 
spair. At length Easelmann returned. 
Greenleaf started up. 

“ Where is she ? Have you seen her? 
Why doesn't she come down? And why, - 
in the name of goodness, have you kept 
me waiting in this outrageous way ?” 

“T don’t know.—I have not.—I can’t 
tell you—And because I couldn't help it. 
—wNever say, after this, I don’t answer all 
your questions.” - 

“ Now, what is the use of all this mys- 
tery ?” 

“ Softly, my friend; and let us not 
make a mess of it. Mrs. Sandford ad- 
vises us to walk out awhile.” 

“T am obliged to her and to you for 
your well-meant caution, but I don’t in- 
tend to go out until I have seen Alice,— 
if she will sce me.” 

“ But consider.” 

“T have considered, and am deter- 
mined to see her; I can’t endure this 
suspense.” 

“ But Alice bore it much longer. Be 
advised; Mrs. Sandford wants to prepare 
the way for you.” 

“T thank you; but I don’t mean to 
haye any stratagem acted for my bene- 
fit. I will trust the decision to her: if 
she loves me, all will be well; if her just 
resentment has uprooted her love, the 
sooner I know it the better.” 

While they were engaged in this mu- 
tual expostulation, Alice, all-unconscious 
of the impending situation in the drama, 
was busy in her own room,— for Mrs. 
Sandford had not yet decided how to 
break the news to her—and having an 
errand that led her to the street, she put 
on her cloak and hat and tripped lightly 
down-stairs. Naturally she went into the 
drawing-room, to make sure, by the mir- 
ror, that her ribbons were neatly adjust- 
ed. As she entered, fastening her cloak, 
and humming some simple air mean- 
while, she started back at the sight of 
strangers, and was rapidly retreating, 
when a voice that she had not forgot- 
ten exclaimed, “Great Heavens, there 
she is now! Alice! Alice! stop! I beg 
of you!” 
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Greenleaf at the same time bounded 
to the door, and, seizing her hand, drew 
her, bewildered, faint, and fluttering, 
back into the room. 

He turned almost fiercely to his com- 
panion :— 

“This is your policy, is it, to send her 
off ?— or, more probably, to amuse me 
and not send for her at all?” 

“ Ask the lady,—ask Mrs. Sandford,” 
replied Easelmann. “I have not sent 
her off; and you ought to know by this 
time that I am incapable of playing false 
to any man.” 

Alive, erect, but very pale, maintain- 
ed her composure as well as she could, 
though the timid lips trembled a little, 
and blinding clouds rose before her eyes. 
She withdrew her hand from Greenleat’s 
grasp, and asked the meaning of this un- 
usual conduct. Greenleaf’s good sense 
came to the rescue seasonably. 

“ Alice,— Miss Lee,—allow me to in- 
troduce my friend Mr. Easelmann. We 
came here to see you, and were waiting 
for that purpose; but it seems you were 
not told of it.” 

Easelmann bowed, saying, “ No, Miss 
Lee; I saw Mrs. Sandford, who thought 
it best to speak to you first herself” 

“JT am happy to meet you, Mr. Easel- 
mann,” said Alice. “I was just going 
out, however, as you see, and I must ask 
you to excuse me this morning.” 

Greenleaf saw with a pang how silent- 
ly, but effectually, he was disposed of; a 
downright rebuff would not have been so 
humiliating. But he was not to be de- 
terred from his purpose, and he went on: 

«“ Pardon me, if I seem to overstep the 
bounds of courtesy ; but I cannot let you 
go in this way, Alice,—for so I must call 
you. Stay and hear me. Now that I 
see you, I must speak. God only knows 
with what anxiety I have sought you for 
the last month.” 

She tried to answer, but could not com- 
mand her speech. Seeing her increasing 
agitation, Easelmann led her to a seat, 
and then, in a gentler tone than he often 
used, said,— 

“J will leave the room, if you please, 
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Miss Lee; this is an interview I did not 
desire to witness.” 

“ No,” she exclaimed, “do not go. I 
have nothing to say that you should not 
hear; and I hope Mr. Greenleaf’ will 
spare me the pain of going over a his- 
tory which is better forgotten.” 

“Tt can never be forgotten,” inter- 
posed Greenleaf; “and, in spite of your 
protest, [ must say what I can—and that 
is little enough—to exculpate myself, and 
then throw myself upon your charity for 
forgiveness.” 

Alice remained silent; but it was 
a silence that gave no encouragement 
to Greenleaf. He advanced still near- 
er, looking at her with a tender earnest- 
ness, as though his very soul were in 
the glance. She covered her face with 
her hands. 

« Alice,” he said, “ you know what that 
name once meant to me. I cannot speak 
it now without a feeling beyond utter- 
ance.” 

Easelmann, meanwhile, quietly sidled 
towards the door, and, saying that he was 
going back to see Mrs. Sandford, abrupt- 
ly left the room. 

Greenleaf went on,—‘“I know my 
conduct was utterly inexcusable ; but I 
declare, by my hope of heaven, T never 
loved any woman but you. I was fasci- 
nated, ensnared, captivated by the senses 
only ; now that illusion is past, and I turn 
to you.” 

“ My illusion is past also; you turn too 
late. Can you make me forget those 
months of neglect ?” 

The tone was tender, but mournful 
How he wished that her answer had been 
fuller of rebuke! He could hope to over- 
come her anger far more easily than this 
settled sorrow. 

“T know I can never atone for the 
wrong; there are injuries that are irrep- 
arable, wounds that leave ineffaceable 
scars. I can never undo what I have 
done; would to Heaven I could! You 
may never forget this period of suffering ; 
but that is past now; it is nt to be lived 
over again. Go back rather to the 
brighter days before it; think of them, 
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and then look down the future ;—may I 
dare say it ?—the future, perhaps, will 
make us both forget my insane wander- 
ings and your undeserved pains.” 

“But love must have faith to lean 
upon. While I loved you, I rested on 
absolute trust. I would have believed 
you against all the world. I would have 
been glad to share your lot, even in poy- 
erty and obscurity. I did not love you for 
your art nor your fame. You wavered ; 
you forgot me. I don’t know what it was 
that tempted you, but it was enough; it 
drew you away from me; and as long as 
you preferred another, or could be satis- 
fied with any other woman's love, you 
lost all claim to mine.” 

Greenleaf’ could not but fecl the force 
of this direct, womanly logic ; in its clear 
light how pitiful were the excuses he had 
framed for himself! He felt sure that 
many, even of the best of men, might 
have erred in the same way ; but this was 
an argunent which would have much 
more weight with his own sex than with 
women. Men know their own frailties, 
and are therefore charitable; women 
consider inconstancy to be the one un- 
pardonable sin, and are inexorable. 

He came still nearer, vainly hoping to 
see some indication of relenting ; but the 
pale face was as firm as it was sad. 

“T said before, Alice, that I do not at- 
tempt to defend my faithlessness, hardly 
to extenuate it; and I do not at all won- 
der at your altered temper towards me. 
Tt was a cruel blow I gave you. But my 


ou the sincerity of my re- 
last, 
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it not for your own happiness, as it is 
most assuredly for mine, that you overlook 
the fault, receive me again, and trust to 
the lasting effect of the bitter lesson I 
have learned? Forgive me, if I seem 
too bold,—if the desire to atone for the 
past makes me sue for pardon with un- 
becoming zeal. If I were less urgent, it 
would be because I was not sensible of the 
wrong, and careless about reparation.” 

She was silent; contending passions 
strove for mastery. She had uot for- 
gotten him, then! He took courage and 
came yet nearer. 

“ Will you give me your hand? Alice, 
will you ?” 

He reached his own towards her. 

“ No,—pardon me,—I must not. It is 
not well to decide by impulse,—to be 
swayed by a thrill. When my heart 
tells me to give you my hand, it shall 
be yours. I don’t wish to be charmed 
out of my calmer judgment. Your pres- 
ence, your fiery words, and your will, are 
sufliciently magnetic.” 

“My dear Alice, [ have been guilty of 
one folly, a serious one, but you don’t be- 
lieve L am incapable of constancy hence- 
forth. Remember you were away ; time 
hung heavily on my hands; my good- 
nature made me accept invitations which 
brought me into daily contact with a wom- 
an who of all others was most dangerous 
to a man of ardent temperament. The 
friendship which began without a thought 
of a nearer relation grew into an intima- 
cy which I was not far-sighted enough to 
check. : In your own words, I was mag- 
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ene of imminent danger, I rashly 
me things that should not have 
oken, 1 found myself committed 
ably. It is not too much to say 
e lady was looking for the oppor- 
which fate and my own stupility 
er. But the spell did not last. 
ace was constantly before me like 
using angel. I waited only until 
y recovered from a dangerous ill- 
tell her that I did not love her, 
at my heart, as well as my faith, 
urs. I went at once to see you, 


She shook her head as she answered,— 

“When you left me, the last spark of 
love went out. It is hard to kindle anew 
the dead embers. No,—when I found 
that you could be untrue, all was over,— 
past, present, and future.” 

“ But consider,” he said, still more ear- 
nestly, ‘what remains for you or me. 
You will have the memory of this great 
sorrow, and I the unending remorse. L 
can never Jove another woman while 
you live, and you—may I say it ?—will 
never loye again as you have loved, Is 
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and found your father dead, yourself 
homeless. And from that hour I have 
done nothing but search for you. Is it 
in vain ?—I can say no more. Perhaps 
I have said too much. But I implore 
you, Alice, by the memory of our love 
as it was once, by all your hope of the 
future, to forgive me, and not to make 
my whole life as miserable as the last 
few months have been to you.” 

Tt was the last word; he felt that he 
had nothing further to urge. He bent 
over her chair, seized her hand and press- 
ed it passionately to his lips, watching 
with the intensest eagerness the effect of 
his appeal.—There was a rustle of silk 
behind him, an incoming of perfumes, a 
light footstep. He started, as did Alice, 
and beheld—Miss Marcia Sandford! She 
was tastefully dressed, as usual, and she 
bore herself with superb composure. In 
coming from the sunlight into the semi- 
translucent gloom which pervades mod- 
ern drawing-rooms, people are not easi- 
ly recognized, and the lady swept majes- 
tically across the floor, and took a seat, 
without a sign of consciousness, near the 
couple whose conversation she had in- 
terrupted. 

Not so Greenleaf; it was the most dan- 
gerous dilemma in which he had ever 
been placed, and he was thoroughly at 
a loss to know how to extricate himself. 
Would that he could telegraph to Easel- 
mann to come down, so that he could 
effect a decent retreat, and not leave 
the field in the sole possession of the 
enemy. The silence was becoming em- 
barrassing. THe was about to make some 
excuse for departure, when the lioness 
fixed her eyes upon him,—her glance 
sparkling with malicious joy. A servant 
entered to say that Mrs. Sandford was 
engaged for a few minutes, and that she 
wished to know the name of her visitor. 

“ Miss Sandford,” she replied, “ and 
please tell her I will wait.” 

Alice remembered the name, and now 
shared fully in Greenleaf’s embarrass- 
ment. She watched him, therefore, keen- 
ly, while the lady begzan,— 

“ Oh, Mr. Greenleaf, is it you ? 


Why 
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didn’t you speak ? It is not worth while 
to keep a memory of the old disappoint- 
ment. Let bygones be-bygones. Be- 
sides, I see you know the remedy for 
heartbreak ; if you can’t succeed where 
you would, you must try elsewhere. And 
you seemed to be getting on very well 
when I came in.” 

“ Miss Sandford,” he retorted, indig- 
nantly, “there is as little need of your 
ironical condolence as of your ungen- 
erous insinuations.” 

“What an impatient fellow! and so 
sensitive, too! The wound is not healed, 
then. Pray introduce me to the Zerlina 
in our little opera. As I know you so 
well, I can give her some excellent coun- 
sel about managing youu—Ah, you wince! 
Tam indisereet, I fear ; I have betrayed 
a secret; the Zerlina is perhaps still in 
her rustic seclusion, and this is only 
Well, you must submit to your destiny, I 
suppose. How many are there since ? 
Let me see,—six weeks,—time for three 
flirtations of the most intensely crimson 
hue.” 

Alice rose to her feet, with a glow of 
resentment on her hitherto pale face. 
And Greenleaf, feeling that courtesy was 
now wholly unnecessary, exclaimed,— 

“Miss Sandford, you have said quite 
as much as was proper for a young girl 


to hear: your own cheeks, I presume, are 
proof against any indelicate surprise. Let 
me ask you to stop, before ” 

“ Before what, Sir? And what is this 
high-and-mighty innocence about ? To 
be sure, one does not like to be exposed, 
—that is, the wolf doesn’t,—though the 
lamb shouldn’t be angry. A pretty lamb 
it is, too.” 

Alice gradually drew away from Green- 
leaf’s side, turning her glances from one 
to the other of the combatants. She had 
never seen such confidence, such readi- 
ness of invective, joined with such appar- 
ent sincerity and ease of manner; and the 
evident effect of the attack upon Green- 
leaf puzzled her not a little ; in this brief 
colloquy there were opened new fields 
for dark conjecture. The woman’s words 
had been barbed arrows in her ears. 


1859.] 


Greenleaf’s perplexity increased mo- 
mently. He dared not go away now; and 
he knew not how, in Miss Sandford’s pres- 
ence, to counteract the impression she 
might make. If he could get rid of her 
or shut her wickedly-beautiful mouth, he 
might answer all she had so artfully 
thrown out. But as Alice had not given 
any token of returning affection, he could 
not presume upon his good standing with 
her and remain silent. Growing despe- 
rate, he ventured once more. 

“Miss Sandford, I know very well the 
depth of your hate towards me, as well 
as your capacity for misrepresentation. 
If you desire to have the history of our 
intimacy dragged to the light, I, for my 
part, am willing, But don’t think your 
sex will sereen you, if you continue the 
calumnies you have begun.—You, Alice, 
must judge between us. And in almost 
every point, Mrs. Sandford, your friend 
and her sister-in-law, will be able to sup- 
port my statements.” 

The servant returned to say that “ Mrs. 
Sandford must be excused.” 

Greenleaf turned upon the adversary 
with a triumphant glance. 

“A palpable trick,” she exclaimed. 
“You gave the servant a signal: you 
were unwilling to have us confronted. 
You have filled her ears with scandal 
about me.” 

“ Not a word; she can hear a plenty 
about you in any circle where you are 
known, without coming to me. And so 
far from giving any signal, I should be 
rejoiced to show Alice how easily an 
honest woman’s testimony will put your 
monstrous effrontery to shame.” 


Alice here interposed,—her resolute 
spirit manifest in spite of her trembling 
voice,— 

“{ have heard this too long already. 
I don’t wish to be the subject of this 
lady’s jests, and I don’t desire her ad- 
Your quarrel does not concern 
me,—at least, not so deeply that I wish 
to have it repeated in my presence. 
Mr. Greenleaf, let me bid you good- 


vice. 


morning.” 
She moved away with a simple dignity, 
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bowing with marked coolness to the for- 
ner rival. 

“Stay, Alice,” said Greenleaf. “ Let 
me not be thrust aside in this way. Miss 
Sandford, now that she has done what 
mischief she can, will go away and en- 
joy the triumph. I beg of you, stay and 
let me set myself right.” 

Miss Sandford laughed heartily,—a 
laugh that made Greenleaf’ shiver. 

“Not to-day, Mr. Greenleaf,” she an- 
“T have need of rest and re- 
T am not used to scenes like 


swered. 
flection. 
this, and my brain is in a whirl.” 

The first flush of excitement was over, 
and it was with difficulty that she found 
her way through the hall. Easchnann was 
coming down, and saw her hesitating step 
and her tremulous grasp upon the rail ; 
he sprang down four steps at a time, 
caught her before she fell, and carried 
her in his arms like a child up to Mrs, 
Sandford’s room, 

Greenleaf was so completely absorbed 
by the danger of losing the last hold upon 
Alice, that he forgot his most excusable 
anger against the vindictive woman who 
still lingered, enjoying her victory. Ie 
sank into a chair, buried his face in his 
hands, and for some time neither looked 
up nor replied to her taunts. 

* Come, now,” said she, “don’t take it 
so hard. Is my handsome sister-in-law 
obdurate ? Never mind; don’t be deso- 
late; other women will be kind,—for 


‘you are just the man to attract senti- 


mental damsels. Cheer up! you will 
find a new allinity before night, 1 haven't 
a doubt.” 

Roused at length, Greenleaf stood up 
before the mocking fiend, so radiant in 
her evil smiles, and said,— 

“You enemy of all that is good, what 
brought you here ? Keep in your own 
sphere, if there is one for you in this 
world.” 

“T came to see my sister, as you know. 
Tt was a most unexpected pleasure to 
meet you. I came to tell her that brother 
Henry has either run away or killed him- 
self, it doesn’t matter which.” 

“Pray, follow him. I assure you we 
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shall mourn your absence as bitterly as 
you do his.” 

“ Well, good-bye,” she said, still laugh- 
ing in the same terrible tone. “ Better 
luck next time.” 

The door closed upon her, and Green- 
leaf drew a long breath with a sense of 
infinite relief. 

“ Come,” said Easelmann, entering a 
moment Jater,—* come, let us go. We 
have done quite enough for one day. 
You wouldn’t take my advice, and a pret- 
ty mess you have made of it.” 


CHAPTER XXXII. 

Wnewn the remains of John Fletcher 
were borne to the grave, the memory of 
his faults was buried with him. “ Poor 
fellow!” was the general ejaculation in 
State Street—at once his requiescat and 
epitaph. But the great wheels of busi- 
ness moved on; Bulls and Bears kept 
up their ever-renewing conflicts and their 
secret machinations ; new gladiators step- 
ped into the ring; new crowds waited 
the turn of the wheel of Fortune ; and 
new Fletchers were ready to sacrifice 
themselves, if need were, for the Bullions 
of the exchange. Who believes in the 
efficacy of “lessons”? What public exe- 
eution ever deterred the murderer from 
What spectacle of drunk- 
enness ever restrained the youthful de- 
bauchee ?- What accession, however not- 
able, to the ranks of “ the unfortunate ” 
ever made the fascinated woman pause 
in her first steps toward ruin ? 

No,—human nature remains the same; 
and the erring ones, predestined to sin 


his design ? 


by their own unrestrained passions, wait 
only for the overmastering circumstances 
to yield and fall. When any of these 
solemn warnings are held up to the yet 
callow sinner, what does he propose to 


do? To stop and repent? No,—to 
be a little more careful and not be 
caught. 


Not that precepts and examples are 
useless. All together go to make up the 
moral government of the world,— per- 
vading like the atmosphere, and like it 
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resting with uniform pressure upon the 
earth. Crime and folly will always have 
their exemplars, but retribution furnishes 
the restraining influence that keeps evil 
down to its average. As locks and bolts 
are made for honest men, not for thieves, 
so the moral law and its penalties are for 
those who have never openly sinned. 

If Mr. Bullion had been ten times the 
Shylock he was, he could not have dis- 
regarded the last injunction of Fletcher. 
The turn in the market enabled him to 
make advantageous sales of his stocks, 
and in less than a week he resumed pay- 
ment. The first thing he did was to pay 
over to trustees the notes he had given 
Fletcher, thereby securing the widow at 
least a decent support. He also sent 
Danforth & Co. the ten thousand dollars 
for which their clerk had paid such a ter- 
rible forfeiture. After discharging all his 
obligations, there was still an ample mar- 
gin left,—a large fortune, in fact. Mr. 
Bullion could now retire with comfort,— 
could look forward to many years; 80 
he flattered himself. His will was made, 
his children provided for; and some un- 
settled accounts, not remembered by any 
save himself and the recording angel, 
were adjusted as well as the lapse of time 
would allow. So he thonght of purchas- 
ing a country-house for the next season, 
and of giving the rest of his days to the 
enjoyment of life. 

But it was not so to be. A swift and 
sudden stroke smote him down. In the 
dead of night, and alone, he met the 
angel for whose summons all of us are 
waiting, and went his way without a 
struggle. The morning sun, as its rays 
shot in between the blinds, lighted the 
seamed and careworn face of an old 
man, resting, as in a serene, dreamless 
sleep. 

Mr. Tonsor found, on consulting the 
best legal authorities, that he could not 
maintain his claim upon the notes he 
had reeeived of Sandford; and, rather 
than subject himself to the expense of 
a lawsuit in which he was certain to be 
beaten, he relinquished them to Monroe, 
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and filed his claim for the money against 
Sandford’s estate. Ten per cent. was 
the amount of the dividend he received ; 
the remainder was charged to Profit and 
Loss,— Experience being duly credited 
with the same amount. 


It was with the greatest difficulty that 
the judicious Easelmann prevented his 
friend from making a second visit in the 
evening of the same day. Greenleaf 
had come to a full conviction, in his own 
mind, that his difference with Alice ought 
to be settled, and he could not conceive 
that it might take time to bring her to 
the same conclusion. Some people adapt 
themselves to circumstances instantly ; 
the aversion of one hour becomes the 
delight of the next; but those who are 
guided by reasoning, especially where 
there is a shade of resentment,—who 
are fortified by pride of opinion, and by 
the idea of consistent self-respect,—such 
persons are slow to change a settled con- 
viction; the course of feeling is too pow- 
erful and too constant to be arrested and 
turned backward. Easelmann thought— 
and perhaps rightly—that Alice needed 
only time to become accustomed to the 
new view of the case; and he believed 
that any precipitation might be fatal to 
his friend’s hopes. 

“Give her the opportunity to think 
about it,” he said; “if she loves you, 
depend upon it, the wind will change 
with her. Due east to-day, according 
to all you have told me; and the violets 
won't blossom till the sun comes out of 
the sullen gray cloud and the south wind 
breathes on them.—The very contact 
with a lover, you see, makes me_ poet- 
ical.” 

“But her thoughts may take another 
direction. Who can tell what impres- 
sion that malicious vixen has made upon 
her?” 

“ Alice, I fancy, is a sensible young 
woman; and Miss Sandford, in her rage, 
must have shown her hand too freely. 
To be sure, Alice might wonder how you 
could ever have been captivated ; but she 
could not blame you for getting out of 
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reach of such a Tartar. Besides, the ex- 
emplary widow is your friend, you know, 
and I'll warrant that she will set the 
matter right. Marcia won’t trouble you 
again; such a mischance couldn’t hap- 
pen twice. You are as safe as the sail- 
or who put his head into the hole where 
a cannon-shot had just come through. 
Lightning doesn’t strike the same tree 
twice in one shower.” 

Greenleaf was at length persuaded to 
wait and let events take their course. If 
he remained inactive, however, Easel- 
mann did not; from Mrs. Sandford he 
heard daily the progress of affairs, and 
at length intimated to his friend that it 
might be judicious to call again. 

Once more Greenleaf was seated in 
the drawing-room of the boarding-house. 
At every distant footstep his heart beat 
almost audibly; and when at last the 
breezy rustle of a woman’s robes came 
in from the hall, he thought, as many a 
man has, before and since,— 


“ She is coming, my life, my fate!” 


She entered, not with the welcoming 
smile he would have liked to see, nor 
with the forbidding clond of sadness 
which veiled her face a few days before. 
But how lovely! Time had given ful- 
ness and perfection to her beauty, while 
the effect of the trials she had under- 
gone was seen only in the look of wom- 
anly dignity and self-control she had 
acquired. It was the freshness of girl- 
hood joined to the grace of maturity. 
Nothing is more inserutable than the 
working of the human will; argument 
does not reach it, nor does persuasion 
overcome it. It holds out against rea- 
son, against interest, against passion ; no 
sufficient motive can be found with which 
to control it. On the other hand, it some- 
times stoops in a way that defies predic- 
tion; pride is vanquished or disarmed, 
resentment melts away like frost, and the 
resolution that at first seemed firm as the 
everlasting rock proves to be no barrier. 
Nor is this uncertainty confined to the 
sex at whose foibles the satirists have 
been wont to let fly their arrows. 
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Feeling is deeper than thought; and 
as the earthquake lifts the mountain with 
all the weight of its rocky strata and of 
the piled-up edifices that crown its top, 
so there comes a time when the emotion- 
al nature rises up and overthrows the 
carefully wrought structures of the in- 
tellect, and asserts its original and su- 
preme mastery over the soul of man. 

Alice felt sure that every trace of her 
love for Greenleaf had disappeared. She 
looked in her heart and saw there only 
the memory of neglect and unfaithful- 
ness. If love existed, it was as fire lurks 
in ashes, unrecognized. She had con- 
versed freely with Mrs. Sandford, and 
learned that Greenleat’s version of the 
story was the correct one. Still the orig- 
inal treason remained without apology ; 
and she had determined to express her 
regret for what had happened, to assure 
him of her friendship, but to forbid any 
hope of reéstablishing their former rela- 
tions. With this intention, she bade him 
good-morning and quietly took a seat. 

“T did not think that so many days 
would pass before I should see you; but 
now that you have had time to reflect, I 
hope your feelings have softened towards 
me.” 

“ You mistake, if you suppose that giv- 
ing me time for reflection has produced 
any such change.” 

“Then, pray, forget the past alto- 
gether.” 

“T cannot forget.” 

“Tf your memory must be busy, pray, 
go back to the pleasanter days of our 
acquaintance.” 

“T remember the days you speak of; 
I shall never forget them; but it is a hap- 
piness that is dead and buried.” 

“ Love will make it live again.” 

“Tt is hard to recognize love when it 
comes like Lazarus from the tomb.” 

“Still we don’t read that the friends of 
Lazarus were displeased with his re- 
turn and wished him back to his graye- 
clothes.” 

“ You can turn the comparison as you 
choose; but it is not necessary that an 
illustration should be perfect in every 
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respect; if one catches a gleam of re- 
semblance, it is enough.” 

The perfect command of her faculties, 
and the deliberate way in which she 
sustained her part in the conversation, 
thus far, were sufliciently disheartening 
to Greenleaf. Tle longed to change the 
tone, but feared to lose all by any rapid 
advance. He answered deprecatingly — 

* But all this intellectual fencing, my 
dear Alice, is useless. Love is not a 
spark to be struck out by the collision of 
arguments; I shall in vain try to reason 
you into affection for me. I have al 
ready said all I can say by way of apol- 
ogy for what I have done. If there yet 
lingers any particle of regard for me in 
your heart, I would fain revive it. If it 
is your pride that withstands me, I pray 
you consider whether it is well to make 
us both unhappy in order to maintain 
so poor a triumph. I am already con- 
quered, and throw myself upon your 
generosity.” 

“You would put me in the wrong, 
then, and ascribe my refusal to an un- 
generous pride? Is it generous in you 
to do so? Have you the right to place 
such a construction upon my conduct? I 
appeal to you in return. Remember, it is 
you who are responsible for this painful 
interview. I never sought you to cover 
you with reproaches. You force me to 
say what I would gladly leave in sir 
lence.” 

“Forgive me, Alice, if I wrong you; 
but my heart clings to you and will not 
be repulsed. I would fain believe, that, 
beneath all your 
there yet survives some portion of the 
love you once bore to me. If it were 
the first time I had ever approached 
you, a sense of delicacy, to say nothing 
of my own selfrespect, would have pre- 
yented my importuning you in this way. 
But my fault has given me warrant to be 
bold, and if you finally cast me off, 
but that is what I won't anticipate; I 
can't give you up. You once loved me, 
—and am I not the same ?” 

“No, not the same; or, rather, you 
have proved to be not what I thought.” 
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“You persist in fixing your attention 
upon one dark spot. Do you remember 
this miniature? It has never been out 
of my bosom, and there has never been 
but one day in which I might not loyally 
carry it there. At that time, when I open- 
ed it, your eyes looked out at me with a 
tender reproach, and I was instantly re- 
called to myself. It was only the illusion 
of a moment, through which I had passed. 
Whatever may happen, I have one con- 
solation: this dear image will remind me 
of the love I once possessed. I shall fold 
to my bosom the Alice that once was 
mine, and strive to forget our estrange- 
ment.” 

Alice was sensibly touched by this 
appeal, and much more by the tone in 
which it was made. In the momentary 
pause, Greenleaf’ raised his eyes and saw 
the struggle in her face. He rose, came 
nearer, and quietly took a seat on the 
sofa beside her. 

“T heard you distinctly where you 
sat,” she said, making an effort to keep 
down the tumult within, and shrinking, 
perhaps, from the influence of his pres- 
ence. 

“T wished to hear you, dear Alice, and 
therefore came nearer. Tell me, are you 
not mistaken? You have not forgotten 
me: you do love me yet. Let your heart 
speak ; if you imprison it and force the 
dissembling lips to deny me, the dear 
traitor will make signals: it looks out of 
your eyes now.” 

He seized and imprisoned her hand, 
and still watched the current of feeling 
in her face. 

“TJ thought myself strong enough for 
this,” she said, tremblingly, “ but I am 
not. I meant only to say that we would 
part —— friends, but that we must part. 


It is not so easy to be calm, when you 
distract me so.” 

* Alice, you only deceive yourself; you 
love me. You have covered the spring 
in your heart with snow, but the fountain 
still flows underneath.” 

Her tears could be kept back no lon- 
ger; they fell not like November rain, but 
rather like those sudden showers of spring 
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from passing clouds, while the blue sky 
still looks down, and rainbow smiles 
transfigure the landscape. 

His heart gave a mighty throb as those 

softly humid eyes were turned upon him. 
He drew her, half consenting, still nearer. 
She hesitated, but not long. 
“ Hard a-port!” shouts the master; 
and the helmsman, with firm hand, holds 
down the wheel. Slowly the ship veers; 
the sails flutter and back, the yards are 
swung; waves strive to head the bow off, 
but the rudder is held with iron grasp: 
now comes the wind, the shaking sails 
fill with the sudden rush, and the ship 
bounds on her new course over the heay- 
ing waters. 

Shall I fill out the comparison? Not 
for you, elders, who have seen the strug- 


gle of “tacking ship,” and have felt the 
eestatic swell of delight when it was ac- 
complished! Not for the younger, who 
must learn for themselves the seamanship 
that is to carry them safely over the mys- 
terious ocean on whose shore they have 
lingered and gazed and wished ! 

The conversation that followed it would 
be vain to report, even if it were possi- 
ble; for the force of ejaculations depends 
so much on tone,—which our types do 
not know how to and their 
punctuation-marks, T fear, were such as 
are not in use in any well-regulated print- 
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ing-oflice. In due time it came to an 
end; and when Greenleaf took his un- 
willing departure, having repeatedly said 
good-bye, with the usual confirmation, he 
could no more remember what had been 
said in that miraculons hour than a bee 
flying home from a garden could tell you 
about the separate blossoms from which 
he (the Sybarite!) had gathered his 
freight of flower-dust. 

One thing only he heard which the 
wisely incurions reader will care to know. 
Alice had met her cousin, Walter Mon- 
roe, the day before, had received a prop- 
er scolding for her absurd independence, 
and, afier a frank settlement of the heart- 
question which came up on the day of 
her flight, had promised at once to re- 
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turn to his house,—where, for the brief 
remainder of our story, she is to be found. 
Let us wish her joy,—and the kind, moth- 
erly aunt, also. 

Greenleaf went directly to Easelmann’s 
room, opened the door, and spread his 
arms. 

“Tave you a strawberry-mark ?” he 
shouted. 

“ No.” 

“Then you are my long-lost brother! 
Come to my arms!” 

Easelmann laughed long and loudly. 

“ Forgive my nonsense, Easelmann. I 
know I am beside myself and ready for 
any extravagance,—I am so full of joy. I 
feared, in coming along the street, that I 
should break out into singing, or fall to 
dancing, like the Scriptural hills.” 

“Then you have succeeded, and the 
girl is yours! I forgive your stupid old 
joke. You can say and do just what you 
like. You have a right to be jolly, and to 
make a prodigious fool of yourself, if you 
want to. I should like to have heard 
you. You were very poetical, quoted 
Tennyson, fell on your knees, and per- 
haps blubbered a little. You are senti- 
mental, you know.” 

“T am happy, I know, and I don’t 
care whether you think me sentimental 
or not.” 

“Well, I wish you joy anyhow. Let 
us make a night of it. ‘It is our royal 
pleasure to be’ 
the line. ‘* Now is the winter of our dis- 
content.’ ‘My bosom’s lord sits lightly 
on his throne.’ Come, let us make ready, 
and we'll talk till 


‘Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty * 


imagine the rest of 


“ No, Sir, not her,—one is enough.” 

“Then why not love her yourself? 
We'll make a double-barrelled shot of it, 
—two couples brought down by one par- 
son.” 

“ Very ingenious, and economical, too ; 
but I think not. It is too late. I was 
brought up in the country, and I don’t 
think it good policy to begin agricultural 
operations in the fall of the year; my 
spring has past. But is the day fixed ? 
When are you to be the truly happy 
man ?” . 

“ No,—the day is not fixed,” said 
Greenleaf, thoughtfully. “You see, I 
was so bent upon the settlement of the 
difficulty, that I had not considered the 
practical bearing of the matter. I am 
too poor to marry, and I am heartsick at 
the prospect of waiting ” 

“With the chance of another rup- 
ture.” 


“ No,—we shall not quarrel again. 
But I shall go to work. Ill inundate 
the town with pictures; if I can’t sell 
them myself, I will have Jews to peddle 
them for me.” : 

*“ Tlear the mercenary man! No,— 
go to work in earnest, but put your life 
into your pictures. If you can keep up 
your pres 


nt glow, you will be warmer 
than Cuyp, dreamier than Claude, more 
imaginative than Millais.” 

« But the desperate long interval !” 

* 7 don’t know about that. I quite like 
the philosophy of Mr. Micawber, and 
strenuously believe in something turn- 
ing up.” 

* What is that ?” asked Greenleaf, no- 
ticing a letter on his friend’s table. “ It 


misty steeple of Park-Street Church,— 
since we haven’t any misty mountain- 
tops in the neighborhood.” 

“One would think you the happy 
man.” 

“Tam: your enthusiasm is so con- 
tagious that I am back in my twenties 
again.” 

«Why do you take your pleasure vi- 
eariously 2? There is Mrs. Sandford, the 
charming woman ; I love her, because "— 


seaegee 


Ree aie ee 

“ Yes,—I met a lawyer to-day, 
asked me if I knew one George Gr 
leaf. As I did, he gave me the le 
Some dun, probably, or threat of a 
I wouldn’t open it. Don’t!” 

“ You only make me curious. I s 
open it. To-day I can defy a dun ¢ 
from What, what’s this? Bul 
dead ?—left in his will a bequest—t 
thousand—to me ?” 

Easelmann looked over his frie 
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shoulder with well-simulatea astonish- 
mént. 

“Sure enough; there it is, in black 
and white——What do you think of Mi- 
cawber ?” 

“T think,” said Greenleaf, with manly 
tears in his eyes, “ that you are the art- 
fullest, craftiest, hugger-muggering, dear 
old rascal that ever lived. Now let me 
embrace you in good earnest. Oh, Easel- 
mann, this is too much! Here is Alice 
—imine! Here js Europe, that I have 
looked at as I would heaven, beyond 
reach in this life! Now we will go to 
work; and let Cuyp, Claude, and the 
rest of them, look out for their laurels!” 

“ Softly, my boy ; you squeeze like a 
cider-press. But how came the old miser 
to give you this ?” 

“My father was his partner; he was 
thought to be worth a handsome sum 
while he lived,—but at his death, though 
Bullion and another junior went on with 
the business, there was nothing left for 
us. My mother died poor. I am the on- 
ly child living. This, I suppose, is the re- 
turn for the property that Bullion wrong- 
fully detained,—with compound interest, 
too, I should say. Let us not speak ill of 
the dead. Ile has made restitution and 
squared the books; I hope the correction 
has been made above.” 

* Tlow lucky for you that Bullion was 
your banker! Suppose you had grown 
up with the expectation of having this 
money, what would you have been good 
for? You would have run all to patent- 
leather boots, silky moustaches, and black- 
tan terriers. Your struggles have de- 
veloped your muscles, metaphorically 
speaking, and made a man of you.” 

“ Two sides to that question. It is true, 
luxury might have spoiled me, for I am 
accessible to such influences ; but, on the 
other hand, I should have escaped some 
painful things. No one who has not been 
poor can understand me, can know the 
wounds which a sensitive man must re- 
ceive as he is working his way up in the 
world,—wounds that leave lasting sears, 
too. I am conscious of certain feelings, 
most discreditable, if I were to avow them, 


Bulls and Bears. 723 


which have been cultivated in me, and 
which will probably cling to me all my 
days. What I have gained in hardi- 
ness I have gained as the smith gains 
his strength, at the expense of symme- 
try, sensibility, and grace.” 

“ Nonsense, you mimosa! Don’t curl 
up your leaves before you are touched.” 

“ But if I am a sensitive-plant, as you 
say, I can’t help it; if I were a burdock, 
I might.” 

“You'll get over that. By-the-hy, you 
may as well tell Alice. I know you will 
be uneasy; go, go,—but come back soon. 
Tt is jolly that she accepted you poor; if 
the report had got abroad, you might have 
thought she was influenced by golden rea- 
sons.” 

“'That’s because you don’t know her, 
my cynical friend. She is incapable of 
mercenary motives.” 

“© What female heart can gold despise ? 

What cat’s averse to fish?’ ” 

“Well, for an hour, good-bye. Have 
a good fire and the pipes ready.” 

“Yes, truly—and a magnum, if my 
closet is not empty. The king will drink 
to Hamlet.” 


After 
the long period of probation, it was not 
deemed necessary that the nuptials should 
be deferred beyond the time necessary to 
make due preparation. In a month the 
wedding took place at Mr. Monroe's 
house, Mr. Easelmann giving away the 
bride. Ido not say that the bachelor felt 
no twinges when he saw among the guests 
the lovely Mrs. Sandford in her becom- 
ing white robes; in fact, he “ thought seri- 
ously,” as all such people do while there 
remains even the recollection of youth, 

He saw 
Ilowever, 
forty, we 


Little more remains to be told. 


—but his habits were too fixed. 
and sighed, and that was all. 
he is on the right side of 
will call it, and there is hope for him. 
We may find him in some adventure 
yet; if so, the reader shall assuredly 
know it. 

In the spring, Greenleaf with his wife 
went abroad and took up their residence 
in Rome. 
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“What pictures has he painted?” did 
you ask ? 

Really, Madam, a great many ; but I 
have not the least idea of letting you 
come at the name of my hero in this 
way. You have seen them both here and 
in New York, and you thought them the 
productions of’ a rising man,—as they are. 


Our friend Monroe is now a partner in 
the house of Lindsay & Co. He makes 
frequent visits to the villa at Brookline, 
and is always welcome. Mr. Lindsay 
considers him a most sensible and worthy 
young man, and his daughter Clara has 
implicit confidence in his judgment of 
literature as well as in his taste for pic- 
tures. One fine day last summer, Mrs. 
Monroe was prevailed upon, after some 
weeks of solicitation, to get into a car- 
riage and take a drive with her son. 
*“ She’s a nice girl,” said the mother, 
fervently, on their return; “and if you 
must marry anybody, I don’t think you 
can do better.” Walter’s smile showed 
that he thought so too, although the al- 
ternative was hardly so painful as she 
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seemed to consider it,—from which we 
infer that his relations with the senior 
partner of the house have become, or 
will be, still more intimate. 

Mrs. Sandford has left Boston and gone 
to live with her relatives some fifty miles 
distant ;—the place Mr. Easelmann can 
tell, as he has had oceasion to send her 
a few letters. 

The personages of our drama are all 
dismissed ; the curtain begins to fall; but 
a voice is heard, “* What, became of the 
Bulls and Bears?” What became of 
Mars and Minerva after the siege of 
Troy? Men die; but the deities, infer- 
nal as well as celestial, live on. Fortunes 
may rise like Satan's chef d’euvre of ar- 
chitecture, may be transported from city 
to city like the palace of Aladdin, or may 
sink into salt-water lots as did the Cities 
of the Plain; success may wait upon 
commerce and the arts, or desolation 
may cover the land ; still, surviving all 
change, and profiting alike by prosperity 
and by calamity, the seeret, unfathomable 
agents in all human enterprises will re- 
main the Butts AND Beans. 


THE 


Go not to Thebes. 


SPHINX. 


The Sphinx is there ; 


And thou shalt see her beauty rare, 
And thee the sorcery of her smnile 
To read her riddle shall beguile. 


Oh! woe to those who fail to read! 
And woe to him who shall sueceed ! 
For he who fails the truth to show 
The terror of her wrath shall know: 


But should’st thou find her mystery, 
Not less is Death assured to thee ; 

For she shall cease, and thou shalt sigh 
That she no longer is, and die. 
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A CHARGE WITH PRINCE RUPERT. 


“* Thousands were there, in darker fame that dwell, 
Whose deeds some nobler poem shall adorn ; 
And though to me unknown, they sure fought well, 
Whom Rupert led, and who were British-born.” 


THE MARCH. JUNE 17, 1643. 


Last night the Canary wine flashed in 
the red Venice glasses on the oaken ta- 
bles of the hall; loud voices shouted and 
laughed till the clustered hawk-bells jin- 
gled from the rafters, and the chaplain’s 
fiddle throbbed responsive from the wall; 
while the coupled stag-hounds fawned un- 
noticed, and the watchful falcon whistled 
to himself unheard. In the carved chairs 
lounged groups of revellers, dressed in 
scarlet, dressed in purple, dressed in white 
and gold, gay with satins and ribbons, gor- 
geous with glittering chains and jewelled 
swords; stern, manly faces, that had been 
singed with powder in the Palatinate; bru- 
tal, swarthy faces, knowing all that sack 
and sin could teach them; beautiful, boy- 
ish faces, fresh from ancestral homes and 
high-born mothers; grave, sad faces, — 
sad for undoubted tyranny, grave against 
the greater wrong of disloyalty. Some 
were in council, some were in strife, many 
were in liquor; the parson was there with 
useless gravity, and the jester with super- 
fluous folly ; and in the outer hall men 
more plebeian drained the brown Octo- 
ber from pewter cans, which were beat- 
en flat, next moment, in hammering the 
loud drinking-chorus on the wall; while 
the clink of the armorer still went on, re- 
pairing the old head-pieces and_breast- 
plates which had hung untouched since 
the Wars of the Roses; and in the door- 
way the wild Welsh recruits crouched 
with their scythes and their cudgels, and 
muttered in their uncouth dialect, now a 
prayer to God, and now a curse for their 
enemy. 

But to-day the inner hall is empty, 
the stag-hounds leap in the doorway, the 
chaplain prays, the maidens cluster in 
the windows, beneath the soft beauty 


DrypEN. 


of the June afternoon. The streets of 
Oxford resound with many hoofs; arm- 
ed troopers are gathering beside chapel 
and quadrangle, gateway and tower; the 
trumpeter waves his gold and crimson 
trappings, and blows, “To the Standard,” 
—for the great flag is borne to the front, 
and Rupert and his men are mustering 
for a night of danger beneath that ban- 
ner of “Tender and True.” 

With beat of drum, with clatter of hoof, 
and rattle of spur and seabbard, tramping 
across old Magdalen Bridge, cantering 
down the hill-sides, crashing through the 
beech-woods, echoing through the chalky 
hollows, ride leisurely the gay Cavaliers. 
Some in new scarfs and feathers, worthy 
of the “ show-troop,”—others with torn 
laces, broken helmets, and guilty red 
smears on their buff doublets ; — some 
eager for their first skirmish, — others 
weak and silent, still bandaged from the 
last one ;— discharging now a rattle of 
contemptuous shot at some closed Puri- 
tan house, grim and stern as its master, 
—firing anon as noisy a salute, as they 
pass some mansion where a_high-born 
beauty dwells,—on they ride. Leaving 
the towers of Oxford behind them, keep- 
ing the ancient Roman highway, passing 
by the low, strong, many-gabled farm- 
houses, with rustic beauties smiling at the 
windows and wiser fathers scowling at 
the doors,— on they ride. To the Roy- 
alists, these troopers are “ Prince Robert 
and the hope of the nation” ;—to the Pu- 
ritans, they are only “ Prince Robber and 
his company of rake-shames.” 

Riding great Flanders horses, a flagon 
swung on one side of the large padded 
saddle, and a haversack on the other,— 
booted to the thigh, and girded with the 
leathern bandoleer, supporting cartridge- 
box and basket-hilted sword, they are a 
picturesque and a motley troop. Some 
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wear the embroidered buffcoat over the 
coat of mail, others beneath it,—neither 
having yet learned that the buffcoat 
alone is sabre-proof and bullet-proof al- 
so. Scantily furnished with basinet or 
breastplate, pot, haqueton, cuirass, poul- 


dron, taslets, vambraces, or cuisses, 
each with the best piece of iron he 
could secure when the ancestral armo- 
ry was ransacked,—they yet care little 
for the deficit, remembering, that, when 
they first rede down the enemy at Wor- 
cester, there was not a piece of armor 
on their side, while the Puritans were 
armed toaman. ‘There are a thousand 
horsemen under Percy and O'Neal, arm- 
ed with swords, pole-axes, and petronels ; 
this includes Rupert’s own lifeguard of 
chosen men. Lord Wentworth, with In- 
nis and Washington, leads three hundred 
and fifiy dragoons,— dragoons of the old 
model, intended to fight cither on foot 
or on horseback, whence the name they 
bear, and the emblematic dragon which 
adorns their carbines. The advanced 
guard, or “ forlorn hope,” of a hundred 
horse and fifty dragoons, is commanded 
by Will Legge, Rupert's life-long friend 
and correspondent; and Herbert Luns- 
ford leads the infantry, “the inhuman 
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cannibal foot,” as the Puritan journals 
call them. There are five hundred of 
these, in lightest marching order, and 
carrying either pike or arquebuse,—this 
last being a matchlock musket with an 
iron rest to support it, and a lance com- 
bined, to resist cavalry,—the whole being 
called * Swine (Swedish) feathers,”— a 
weapon so clumsy, that the Cavaliers say 
a Puritan needs two years’ practice to 
discharge one without winking. And 
over all these float flags of every hue and 


purport, from the blue and gold with its 
loyal “ Ut rex, sit rex,” to the ominous 
crimson, flaming with a lurid furnace 
and the terrible motto, “ Quasi ignis con- 
Jlatoris.” 

And foremost rides Prince Rupert, 
darling of fortune and of war, with his 
beautiful and thoughtful face of twenty- 
three, stern and bronzed already, yet 
beardless and dimpled, his dark and pas- 
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sionate eyes, his long love-locks drooping 
over costly embroidery, his graceful scar- 
let cloak, his white-plumed hat, and his 
tall and stately form, which, almost alone 
in the army, has not yet known a wound. 
His high-born beauty is preserved to us 
forever on the canvas of Vandyck, and 
as the Italians have named the artist 
“Tl Pittore Cavalicresco,” so will this 
subject of his skill remain forever the 
ideal of Il Cavaliere Pittoresco. And as 
he now rides at the head of this brilliant 
array, his beautiful white dog bounds on- 
ward joyously beside him, that quadru- 
ped renowned in the pamphlets of the 
time, whose snowy skin has been stained 
by many a blood-drop in the desperate 
forays of his master, but who has thus 
far escaped so safely that the Puritans 
believe him a familiar spirit, and try to 
destroy him “by poyson and extempore 
prayer, which yet hurt him no more than 
the plague plaster did Mr. Pym.” Fail- 
ing in this, they pronounce the pretty 
creature to be “a divell, not a very 
downright divell, but some Lapland la- 
dye, once by nature a handsome white 
ladye, now by art a handsome white 
dogge.” 

The Civil War is begun. The King 
has made his desperate attempt to ar- 
rest the five members of Parliament, and 
been checkmated by Lucy Carlisle. So 
the fatal standard was reared, ten months 
ago, on that dismal day at Nottingham,— 
the King’s arms, quartered with a bloody 
hand pointing to the crown, and the red 
battle-flag above ;— blown down disas- 
trously at night, replaced sadly in the 
morning, to waye while the Cavaliers ral- 
lied, slowly, beneath its folds. During 
those long months, the King’s fortunes 
have had constant and increasing sue- 
cess,—a success always greatest when 
Rupert has been nearest. And now this 
night-march is made to avenge a late at- 
tack, of unaccustomed audacity, from Es- 
sex, and to redeem the threat of Rupert 
to pass in one night through the whole 
country held by the enemy, and beat up 
the most distant quarters of the Round- 
heads. 
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THE CONDITION OF THE TIMEs. 


Tr is no easy thing to paint, with any 
accurate shadings, this opening period of 
the English Revolution. Looking habit- 
ually, as we do, at the maturer condi- 
tion of the two great parties, we do not 
remember how gradual was their forma- 
tion. The characters of Cavalier and 
Roundhead were not more the cause than 
the consequence of civil strife. There is 
no such chemical solvent as war; where 
it finds a mingling of two alien elements, 
it leaves them permanently severed. At 
the opening of hostilities, the two parties 
were scarcely distinguishable, in exter- 
nals, from each other. Arms, costume, 
features, phrases, manners, were as yet 
common to both sides. On the battle- 
field, spies could pass undetected from 
one army to the other. At Edgehill, 
Chalerove, and even Naseby, men and 
standards were captured and rescued, 
through the impossibility of distinguish- 
ing between the forces. An orange scarf, 
or a piece of white paper, was the most 
reliable designation. ‘True, there was 
nothing in the Parliamentary army so 
gorgeous as Sir John Suckling’s troop in 
Scotland, with their white doublets and 
scarlet hats and plumes; but that bright 
company substituted the white feather 
for the red one, in 1639, and rallied no 
more. Yet even the Puritans came to 
battle in attire which would have seemed 
preposterously gaudy to the plain men 
of our own Revolution. The London 
regiment of Hollis wore red, in imitation 
of the royal colors, adopted to make 
wounds less conspicuous. Lord Say’s 
regiment wore blue, in imitation of the 
Covenanters, who took it from Numbers, 
xv. 38; Hampden's men wore green; 
Lord Brooke’s purple ; Colonel Ballard’s 
gray. Even the hair afforded far less 
distinction than we imagine, since there 
is scarcely a portrait of a leading Parlia- 
mentarian which has not a display of 
tresses such as would now appear the ex- 
treme of foppery ; and when the remains 
of Hampden himself were disinterred 
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within twenty-five years, the body was at 
first taken for a woman’s, from the ex- 
ceeding length and beauty of the hair. 
But every year of warfare brought a 
change. On the King’s side, the raiment 
grew more gorgeous amid misfortunes ; 
on the Parliament’s, it became sadder 
The Royalists took 
up feathers and oaths, in proportion as 
the Puritans laid them down ; and as the 
tresses of the Cavaliers waved more lux- 
uriantly, the hair of the Roundheads was 
more scrupulously shorn. And the same 


with every success, 


instinctive exaggeration was constantly 
extending into manners and morals also. 
Both sides became ostentatious ; the one 
made the most of its dissoluteness, and 
the other of its decorum. 'The reproach- 
ful names applied derisively to the two 
parties became fixed distinctions. The 
word “ Roundhead ” was first used early 
in 1642, though whether it originated 
with Henrietta Maria or with David 
Hyde is disputed. And Charles, in his 
speech before the battle of Edgehill, in 
October of the same year, mentioned the 
name “ Cavalier” as one bestowed “in a 
reproachful sense,” and one “ which our 
enemies have striven to make odious.” 
And all social as well as moral preju- 
dices gradually identified themselves with. 
this party division. As time passed on, 
all that was high-born in England gravi- 
tated more and more to the royal side, 
while the popular cause enlisted the Lon- 
doners, the yeomanry, and those country- 
gentlemen whom Mrs. Hutchinson styled 
the “ worsted-stocking members.” The 
Puritans gradually found themselves ex- 
cluded from the manorial halls, and the 
Cavaliers (a more inconvenient priva- 
tion) from the blacksmiths’ shops. Lan- 
guishing at first under aristocratic leader- 
ship, the cause of the Parliament first 
became strong when the Selfdenying 
Ordinance abolished all that weakness. 
Thus the very sincerity of the civil con- 
flict drew the lines deeper; had the bat- 
tles been fought by mercenaries, like the 
contemporary Continental there 
would have grown up a less hearty mu- 
tual antipathy, but a far more terrible 
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demoralization. As it was, the character 
of the war was, on the whole, a humane 
one ; few towns were sacked or destroyed, 
the harvests were bounteous and freely 
gathered, and the population increased 
during the whole period. But the best 
civil war is fearfully injurious. In this 
case, virtues and vices were found on 
both sides; and it was only the gradual 
preponderance which finally stamped on 
each party its own historie reputation. 
The Cavaliers confessed to “ the vices 
of men,—love of wine and women”; but 
they charged upon their opponents “ the 
vices of devils, — hypocrisy and spiritual 
pride.” Accordingly, the two verdicts 
have been recorded in the most delicate 
of all registers,—language. For the Cay- 
aliers added to the English vocabulary 
the word plunder, and the Puritans the 
word cant. 

Yet it is certain that at the outset 
neither of these peculiarities was monop- 
olized by either party. In abundant in- 
stances, the sins changed places,—Cava- 
liers canted, and Puritans plundered. 
That is, if by cant we understand the 
exaggerated use of Scripture language 
which originated with the reverend gen- 
tleman of that name, it was an offence 
in which both sides participated. Clar- 
endon, reviewing the Presbyterian dis- 
courses, quoted text against text with 
infinite relish. Old Judge Jenkins, could 
he have persuaded the “ House of Rim- 
mon,” as he called Parliament, to hang 
him, would have swung the Bible  tri- 
umphantly to his neck by a ribbon, to 
show the unscriptural character of their 
doings. Charles himself, in one of his 
early addresses to his army, denounced 
the opposing party as ‘“ Brownists, Ana- 
baptists, and Atheists,” and in his ad- 
dress to the city of London pleaded in 
favor of his own “ godly, learned, and 
painfull preachers.” Every royal regi- 
ment had its chaplain, including in the 
service such men as Pearson and Jeremy 
Taylor, and they had prayers before bat- 
tle, as regularly and seriously as their op- 
ponents. “ After solemn prayers at the 
head of every division, I led my part 
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away,” wrote the virtuous Sir Bevill 
Grenyill to his wife, after the battle of 


Bradock. Rupert, in like manner, had 


prayers before every division at Marston 
Moor. To be sure, we cannot always 
vouch for the quality of these prayers, 
when the chaplain happened to be out of 
the way and the colonel was his substitute. 
“O Lord,” petitioned stout Sir Jacob Ast- 
ley, at Edgehill, “ thou knowest how busy 
I must be this day ; if I forget thee, do not 
thou forget me!”—after which, he rose 
up, erying, “March on, boys!” 

And as the Puritans had not the mo- 
nopoly of prayer, so the Cavaliers did not 
monopolize plunder. Of course, when 
civil war is once begun, such laxity is 
mere matter of self-defence. If the Roy- 
alists unhorsed the Roundheads, the latter 
must horse themselves again, as best they 
could. If Goring “ uncattled” the neigh- 
borhood of London, Major Medhope 
must be ordered to “ uncattle” the neigh- 
borhood of Oxford. Very possibly indi- 
vidual animals were identified with the 
right side or the wrong side, to be spared 
or confiscated in consequence ;—as in 
modern Kansas, during a similar condi- 
tion of things, one might hear men talk 
of a pro-slavery colt, or an anti-slavery 
cow. And the precedent being estab- 
lished, each party could use the smallest 
excesses of the other side to palliate the 
greatest of its own. No use for the King 
to hang two of Rupert’s men for stealing, 
when their commander could urge in ex- 
tenuation the plunder of the house of 
Lady Lucas, and the indignities offered 
by the Roundheads to the Countess of 
Rivers. Why spare the churches as 
sanctuaries for the enemy, when rumor 
accused that enemy (right or wrong) of 
hunting cats in those same churches with 
hounds, or baptizing dogs and pigs in rid- 
icule of the consecrated altars? Setting 
aside these charges as questionable, we 
cannot so easily dispose of the facts which 
rest on actual Puritan testimony. If, 
even after the Selftdenying Ordinance, 
the “ Perfect Occurrences” repeatedly 
report soldiers of the Puritan army, as 
cashiered for drunkenness, rudeness to 
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women, pilfering, and defrauding inn- 
keepers, it is inevitable to infer that 


in earlier and less stringent times they 
did the same undetected or unpunished. 
When Mrs. Hutchinson describes a por- 
tion of the soldiers on her own side as 
“ licentious, ungovernable wretches,”— 
when Sir Samuel Luke, in his letters, de- 
picts the glee with which his men plun- 
der the pockets of the slain.—when poor 
John Wolstenholme writes to head-quar- 
ters that his own compatriots have seized 
all his hay and horses, “so that his wife 
cannot serve God with the congregation 
but in frosty weather,’—when Vicars in 
“Jehovah Jireh” exults over the horri- 
ble maiming and butchery wrought by 
the troopers upon the officers’ wives and 
female camp-followers at Naseby,—it is 
useless to attribute exaggeration to the 
other side. In civil war, even the hu- 
manest, there is seldom much opening for 
exaggeration,—the actual horrors being 
usually quite as vivid as any imaginations 
of the sufferers, especially when, as in this 
case, the spiritual instructors preach, on 
the one side, from “ Curse ye Meroz,” and, 
on the other side, from “ Cursed be he 
that keepeth back his sword from blood.” 

We mention these things, not because 
they are deliberately denied by anybody, 
but because they are apt to be overlooked 
by those who take their facts at second- 
hand. All this does not show that the 
Puritans had, even at the outset, worse 
men or a cause no better; it simply 
shows that war demoralizes, and that 
right-thinking men may easily, under its 
influence, slide into rather reprehensi- 
ble practices. Ata later period the evil 
worked its own cure, among the Puritans, 
and the army of Cromwell was a moral 
triumph almost incredible; but at the 
time of which we write, the distinction 
was but lightly drawn. It would be easy 
to go farther and show that among the 
leading Parliamentary statesmen there 
were gay and witty debauchees,—that 
Harry Marten deserved the epithet with 
which Cromwell saluted him,—that Pym 
succeeded to the regards of Strafford’s 
bewitching mistress,—that Warwick was 
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truly, as Clarendon describes him, a pro- 
fuse and generous profligate, tolerated 
by the Puritans for the sake of his earl- 
dom and his bounty, at a time when 
bounty was convenient and peers scarce. 
But it is hardly worth while farther to 
demonstrate the simple and intelligible 
fact, that there were faults on both sides. 
Neither war nor any other social phe- 
nomenon can divide infallibly the sheep 
from the goats, or collect all the saints 
under one set of stafl-oflicers and all the 
sinners under another. 

But, on the other hand, the strength 
of both sides, at this early day, was in a 
class of serious and devoted men, who 
took up the sword so sadly, in view of 
civil strife, that victory seemed to them 
almost as terrible as defeat. In some, 
the scale of loyalty slighfly inclined, and 
they held with the King; in others, the 
scale of liberty, and they served the Par- 
liament; in both cases, with the same 
noble regrets at first, merging gradually 
into bitter alienation afterwards. “If 
there could be an expedient found to 
solve the punctilio of honor, I would not 
be here an hour,” wrote Lord Robert 
Spencer to his wife, from the camp of 
the Cavaliers. Sir Edmund Verney, 
the King’s standard-bearer, disapproved 
of the royal cause, and adhered to it 
only because he “had eaten the King’s 
bread.” Lord Falkland, Charles's Secre- 
tary of State, “ sitting among his friends, 
often, after a deep silence and frequent 
sighs, would, with a shriek and sad accent, 
ingeminate the words, Peace! Peace!” 
and would prophesy for himself that 
death which soon came. And _ these 
words show close approximation to the 
positions of men honored among the Pu- 
ritans, as when Sir William Waller wrote 
from his camp to his chivalrous opponent, 
Sir Ralph Hopton,—* The great God, who 
is the searcher of my heart, knows with 
what reluctance I go upon this service.” 

As time passed on, the hostility between 
the two parties exceeded all bounds of 
courteous intercourse. The social dis- 
tinction was constantly widening, and so 
was the religious antagonism. Waller 
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could be allowed to joke with Goring and 
sentimentalize with Hopton,—for Waller 
was a gentleman, though a rebel ; but it 
was a different thing when the Puritan 
gentlemen were seen to be gradually su- 
perseded by Puritan clowns. Strafford 
had early complained of “ your Prynnes, 
Pims, and Bens, with the rest of that 
generation of odd names and natures.” 
But what were these to the later brood, 
whose plebeian quality Mr. Buckle has so 
laboriously explored,—Goffe the grocer 
and Whalley the tailor, Pride the dray- 
man and Venner the cooper, culminat- 
ing at last in Noll Cromwell the brewer ? 
The formidable force of these upstarts 
only embittered the aversion. It odious 
when vanquished, what must they have 
been as victors? For if it be disagree- 
able to find a foeman unworthy of your 
steel, it is much more unpleasant when 
your steel turns out unworthy of the foe- 
man; and if’ sad-colored Puritan raiment 
looked absurd upon the persons of fugi- 
tives, it must have been very particularly 
unbecoming when worn by conquerors. 
And the growing division was con- 
stantly aggravated by very acid satire. 
The Court, it must be remembered, was 
more than half French in its general 
character and tone, and every French- 
man of that day habitually sneered at 
every Englishman as dull and inelegant. 
The dazzling wit that flashed for both 
sides in the French civil wars flashed 
for one only in the English; the Puri- 
tans had no comforts of that kind, save 
in some caustic repartee from Harry Mar- 
ten, or some fearless sarcasm from Lucy 
Carlisle. But the Cavaliers softened la- 
bor and sweetened care with their little 
jokes. It was rather consoling to cover 
some ignominious retreat with a new epi- 
gram on Cromwell's red nose, that irre- 
sistible member which kindled in its day 
as much wit as Bardolph’s,—to hail it as 
“Nose Immortal,” a beacon, a glow-worm, 
a bird of prey,—to make it stand as a 
personification of the rebel cause, till 
even the stately Montrose asked new- 
comers from England, “ How is Oliver's 
nose?” It was very entertaining to 
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christen the Solemn League and Cov- 
enant “ the constellation on the back of 
Aries,” because most of the signers could 
only make their marks on the little bits 
of sheepskin circulated for that purpose. 
It was quite lively to rebaptize Rundway 
Down as Run-away-down, after a royal 
victory, and to remark how Hazleriy’s 
regiment of “lobsters” turned to crabs, 
on that occasion, and crawled backwards. 
But all these pleasant follies became whips 
to scourge them, at last—shifting sudden- 
ly into very grim earnest when the Roy- 
alists themselves took to running away, 
with truculent saints, in steeple-hats, be- 
hind them. 

Oxford was the stronghold of the Cav- 
aliers, in these times, as that of the Pu- 
ritans was London. The Court. itself 
(though here we are anticipating a lit- 
tle) was transferred to the academic city. 
Thither came Henrietta Maria, with what 
the pamphleteers called “ her Rattle- 
headed Parliament of Ladies,” the beau- 
tiful Duchess of Richmond, the merry 
Mrs. Kirke, and brave Kate D’Aubigny. 
In Merton College the Queen resided ; 
at Oriel the Privy Council was held; at 
Christ Church the King and Rupert were 
quartered; and at All Souls Jeremy 
Taylor was writing his beautiful medi- 
tations, in the intervals of war. In the 
New College quadrangle, the students 
were drilled to arms “in the eye of Doe- 
tor Pink,” while Mars and Venus kept 
undisturbed their ancient reign, although 
transferred to the sacred precincts of 
Magdalen. And amidst the passion and 
the pomp, the narrow streets would sud- 
denly ring with the trumpet of some foam- 
covered scout, bringing tidings of perilous 
deeds outside ; while some traitorous spy 
was being hanged, drawn, and quartered 
in some other part of the city, for betray- 
ing the secrets of the Court. And forth 
from the outskirts of Oxford rides Rupert 
on the day we are to describe, and we 
must still protract our pause a little lon- 
ger to speak of him. 

Prince Rupert, Prince Robert, or Prince 
Robber,— for by all these names was he 
known,—was the one formidable military 
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leader on the royal side. He was not a 
statesman, for he was hardly yet a mature 
man; he was not, in the grandest sense, 
a hero, yet he had no quality that was 
not heroic. Chivalrous, brilliant, honest, 
generous,—neither dissolute, nor bigoted, 
nor cruel,—lie was still a Royalist for the 
love of royalty, and a soldier for the love 
of war, and in civil strife there can hardly 
be amore dangerous character. Through 
all the blunt periods of his military or civ- 
il proclamations, we see the proud, care- 
less boy, fighting for fighting’s sake, and 
always finding his own side the right 
one. He could not have much charity 
for the most generous opponents; he cer- 
tainly had none at all for those who (as 
he said) printed malicious and lying pam- 
phlets against him “ almost every morn- 
ing,” in which he found himself saluted as 
a “nest of perfidious vipers,” “ a night-fly- 
ing dragon prince,” “a flapdragon,” “a 
caterpillar,” “a spider,” and “a butterbox.” 

He was the King’s own nephew,— 
great-grandson of William the Silent, 
and son of that Elizabeth Stuart from 
whom all the modern royal family of 
England descends. His sister was the 
renowned Princess Palatine, the one 
favorite pupil of Descartes, and the 
chosen friend of Leibnitz, Malebranche, 
and William Penn. From early child- 
hood he was trained to war; we find him 
at fourteen pronounced by his tutors fit 
to command an army,—at fifteen, bear- 
ing away the palm in one of the last of 
the tournaments,—at sixteen, fighting 
beside the young Turenne in the Low 
Countries,—at nineteen, heading the ad- 
vanced guard in the army of the Prince 
of Orange,—and at twenty-three, appear- 
ing in England, the day before the Royal 
Standard was reared, and the day after 
the King lost Coventry, because Wilmot, 
not Rupert, was commander of the horse. 
This training made him a general,—not, 
as many have supposed, a mere cavalry- 
captain ;—he was one of the few men 
who have shown great military powers 
on both land and sea; he was a man of 
energy unbounded, industry inexhausti- 
ble, and the most comprehensive and 
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systematic forethought. It was not mere- 
ly, that, as Warwick said, “he put that 
spirit into the King’s army that all men 
seemed resolyed,”—not merely, that, al- 
ways charging at the head of his troops, 
he was never wounded, and that, seeing 
more service than any of his compeers, 
he outlived them all. But even in these 
early years, before he was generalissimo, 
the Parliament deliberately declared the 
whole war to be “managed by his skill, 
labor, and industry,” and his was the only 
name habitually printed in capitals in the 
Puritan newspapers. He had to create 
soldiers by enthusiasm, and feed them by 
stratagem,—to toil for a king who feared 
him, and against a queen who hated him, 
—to take vast responsibilities alone,—ac- 
cused of negligence, if he failed, reproach- 
ed with license, if he succeeded. Against 
him he had the wealth of London, in- 
trusted to men who were great diplo- 
matists, though new to power, and great 
soldiers, though they had never seen a 
battle-field till middle lite ; on his side he 
had only unmanageable lords and penni- 


less gentlemen, who gained victories by 
daring, and then wasted them by license. 
His troops had no tents, no wagons, no 
military stores; they used those of the 
enemy. Clarendon says, that the King’s 
cause labored under an incurable disease 
of want of money, and that the only cure 
for starvation was a victory. To say, 
therefore, that Rupert’s men never starv- 
ed is to say that they always conquered, 
—which, at this early period, was true. 
He was the best shot in the army, and 
the best tennis-player among the cour- 
tiers, and Pepys calls him “the boldest 
attacker in England for personal cour- 
age.” Seemingly without reverence or 
religion, he yet ascribed his defeats to 
Satan, and, at the close of a letter about 
a marauding expedition, requested his 
friend Will Legge to pray for him. 
Versed in all the courtly society of the 
age, chosen interpreter for the wooing of 
young Prince Charles and La Grande 
Mademoiselle, and mourning in purple, 
with the royal family, for Marie de Médi- 
cis, he could yet mingle in any conceiy- 
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able company and assume any part. He 
penetrated the opposing camp at Duns- 
more Heath as an apple-seller, and the 
hostile town of Warwick as a dealer in 
cabbage-nets, and the pamphleteers were 
never weary of describing his disguises. 
He was charged with all manner of 
offences, even to slaying children with 
cannibal intent, and only very carelessly 
disavowed such soft impeachments. But 
no man could deny that he was perfectly 
true to his word; he never forgot one 
whom he had promised to protect, and, if 
he had promised to strip a man’s goods, 
he did it to the uttermost farthing. And 
so must his pledge of vengeance be re- 


deemed to-night; and so, ridi 


ward, with the dying sunlight behind 


him and the quiet Chiltern hills bef 


through air softened by the gathering 


coolness of these midsummer eves, beside 
clover fields, and hedges of wild roses 
and ponds white with closing water-lilies, 
and pastures sprinkled ,with meadow- 
sweet, like foam—he muses only of the 
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clash of sword and the sharp 1 
shot, and all the passionate joys of the 


coming charge. 


III. 
THE FORAY. 
Tue long and picturesque array winds 
onward, crossing Chiselhampton Bridge, 


(not to be re-crossed so easily,) avoiding 


Thame with its church and abbey, where 
Lord-General Essex himself is quartered, 
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turn, for they are hurrying past the main 
quarters of the enemy. In the silence 


of the summer night, they stealthily ride 


miles and miles throt a hostile coun- 


try, the renegade Urry euiding them. 
At early dawn, they see, through the mis- 
ty air, the low hamlet. of Postcombe, 
where the “ beating up of the enemy’s 
quarters” is to begin A hurried word 
of command; the infantry halt; the cay- 
alry close, and sweep down like night- 
hawks upon the sleeping village,—safe, 
one would have supposed it, with the 


whole Parliamentary army lying between 


it and Oxford, to protect from danger. 
Yet the small party of Puritan troopers 
awake in thei quarters with Rupert at 
the door; it is well for them that they 


happen to be pic ked men, and have 


promptness, if not vi ice; forming 


hastily, they secure a eat westward 
through the narrow street, leaving but 


As hastily 


few prisoners behind 


the prisoners are swept away with the 


1 
stealthy troop, who have ther work be- 
fore them; and before half the startled 


villavers have op ned their lattices the 
skirmish is over. Long before they can 
send a messenger up, over the hills, to 
sound the alarm-bells of Stoken Chureh, 
the swift gallop of the Cavaliers has reach- 
ed Chinnor, two miles away, and the goal 
of their foray. The compa t, strongly- 
built village is surrounded. They form a 


parallel line behind the houses, on each 


side, leaping fences and ditches to their 
posts. They break down the iron chains 
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barricades of carts and harrows are form- 
ed in the streets, long musket-barrels are 
thrust from the windows, dark groups 
cluster on the roofs, and stones begin to 
rattle on the heads below, together with 
phrases more galling than stones, hurled 
down by women, “ cursed dogs,” “ devil- 
ish Cavaliers,” “ Papist traitors.” In re- 
turn, the intruders shoot at the windows 
indiscriminately, storm the doors, fire the 
houses; they grow more furious, and 
spare nothing; some towns-people retreat 
within the church-doors; the doors are 
beaten in; women barricade them with 
wool-packs, and fight over them with mus- 
kets, barrel to barrel. Outside, the troop- 
ers ride round and round the town, seiz- 
ing or slaying all who escape; within, 
desperate men still aim from their win- 
dows, though the houses each side are in 
flames. Melting lead pours down from 
the blazing roofs, while the drum still 
beats and the flag still goes on. It is 
struck down presently ; tied to a broken 
pike-staff, it rises again, while a chaos of 
armor and plumes, black and orange, 
blue and red, torn laces and_ tossing 
feathers, powder-stains and blood-stains, 
fills the dewy morning with terror, and 
opens the June Sunday with sin. 
Threescore and more of the towns- 
people are slain, sixscore are led away 
at the horses’ sides, bound with ropes, to 
be handed over to the infantry for keep- 
ing. Some of these prisoners, even of 
the armed troopers, are so ignorant and 
unwarlike as yet, that they know not the 
meaning of the word “ quarter,” refus- 
ing it when offered, and imploring “ mer- 
cy instead. Others ave little children, 
for whom a heavy ransom shall yet be 
paid. Others, cheaper prisoners, are 
ransomed on the spot. Some plunder 
has also been taken, but the soldiers look 
longingly on the larger wealth that must 
be left behind, in the hurry of retreat,— 
treasures that, otherwise, no trooper of 
Rupert’s would have spared: scarlet 
cloth, bedding, saddles, cutlery, iron- 
ware, hats, shoes, hops for beer, and 
books to sell to the Oxford scholars. 
But the daring which has given them 
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victory now makes their danger ;—they 
have been nearly twelve hours in the 
saddle and have fought two actions ; they 
have twenty-five miles to ride, with the 
whole force of the enemy in their path; 
they came unseen in the darkness, they 
must return by daylight and with the 
alarm already given; Stoken Church-bell 
has been pealing for hours, the troop 
from Postcombe has fallen back on Tets- 
worth, and everywhere in the distance 
videttes are hurrying from post to post. 
The perilous retreat begins. Ranks 
are closed; they ride silently; many a 
man leads a second horse beside him, and 
one bears in triumph the great captured 
Puritan standard, with its five buff Bibles 
on a black ground. They choose their 
course more carefully than ever, seek 
the by-lanes, and swim the rivers with 
their swords between their teeth. At 
one point, in their hushed progress, they 
hear the sound of rattling wagons. There 
is a treasure-train within their reach, 
worth twenty-one thousand pounds, and 
destined for the Parliamentary camp, 
but the thick woods of the Chilterns 
have sheltered it from pursuit, and they 
have not a moment to waste; they are 
riding for their lives. Already the gath- 
ering parties of Roundheads are clos- 
ing upon them, nearer and nearer, as 
they approach the most perilous point 
of the wild expedition, their only re- 
turn-path across the Cherwell, Chisel- 
hampton Bridge. Perey and O'Neal with 
difficulty hold the assailants in check ; 
the case grows desperate at last, and Ru- 
pert stands at bay on Chalgrove Field. 
It is Sunday morning, June 18th, 
1643. The early church-bells are ring- 
ing over all Oxfordshire—dying away 
in the soft air, among the sunny English 
hills, while Englishmen are drawing near 
each other with hatred in their hearts, 
—dying away, as on that other Sunday, 
eight months ago, when Baxter, preach- 
ing near Edgehill, heard the sounds of 
battle, and disturbed the rest of his saints 
by exclaiming, “To the fight!” But 
here there are no warrior-preachers, no 
bishops praying in surplices on the one 
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side, no dark-robed divines preaching on 
horseback on the other, no king in glit- 
tering armor, no Tutor Harvey in peace- 
ful meditation beneath a hedge, ponder- 
ing on the cireulation of the blood, with 
hotter blood flowing so near him; all these 
were to be seen at Edgehill, but not here. 
This smaller skirmish rather turns our 
thoughts to Cisatlantic associations ; its 
date suggests Bunker's Hill,—and its cir- 
cumstances, Lexington. For this, also, is 
a marauding party, with a Perey among 
its oflicers, brought to a stand by a half- 
armed and angry peasantry. 

Rupert sends his infantry forward, to 
secure the bridge, and a sufficient body 
of dragoons to line the mile-and-a-half 
of road between,—the remainder of the 
troops being drawn up at the entrance 
of a corn-field, several hundred acres in 
extent, and lying between the villages 
and the hills. The Puritans take a long 
circuit, endeavoring to get to windward 
of their formidable enemy,—a point judg- 
ed as important, during the seventeenth 
century, in a land fight as in a naval en- 
gagement. They have with them some 
light field-pieces, artillery being the only 
point of superiority they yet claim; but 
these are not basilisks, nor falconets, 
nor culverins, (colubri, couleuvres.) nor 
drakes, (dracones.) nor warning-pieces, 
—they are the leathern guns of Gusta- 
vus Adolphus, made of light cast-iron 
and bound with ropes and leather. The 
Roundhead dragoons, dismounted, line a 
hedge near the Cavaliers, and plant their 
“ swine-feathers *; under cover of their 
fire the horse advance in line, matches 
burning. As they advance, one or two 
dash forward, at risk of their lives, fling- 
ing off the orange scarfs which alone dis- 
tinguish them, in token that they desert 
to the royal cause. Prince Rupert falls 
back into the lane a little, to lead the 
other forces into his ambush of dragoons. 
These tactics do not come naturally to 
him, however; nor does he like the prac- 
tice of the time, that two bodies of cay- 
alry should ride up within pistol-shot of 
each other, and exchange a volley before 
they charge. He rather anticipates, in 
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his style of operations, the famous or- 
der of Frederick the Great: “* The King 
hereby forbids all officers of cavalry, on 
pain of being broke with ignominy, ever 
to allow themselves to be attacked in any 
action by the enemy; but the Prussians 
must always attack them.” According- 
ly he restrains himself for a little while, 
chafing beneath the delay, and then, a 
soldier or two being suddenly struck 
down by the fire, he exclaims, “ Yea! 
this insolency is not to be endured.” 
The moment is come. 

“ God and Queen Mary!” shouts Ru- 
pert; “Charge!” In one instant that 
mass of motionless statues becomes a 
flood of Java; down in one terrible 
sweep it comes, silence behind it and 
despair before ; no one notices the beau- 
ty of that brilliant chivalrous array,—all 
else is merged in the fury of the wild 
gallop; spurs are deep, reins free, blades 
grasped, heads bent; the excited horse 
feels the heel no more than he feels the 
hand; the uneven ground breaks their 
ranks, —no matter, they feel that they 
can ride down the world: Rupert first 
clears the hedge,—he is always first,— 
then comes the captain of his lifeguard, 
then the whole troop “ jumble after 
them,” in a spectator’s piquant phrase. 
The dismounted Puritan dragoons break 
from the hedges and scatter for their lives, 
but the cavalry “ bear the charge better 
than they have done since Worcester,”’— 
that is, now they stand it an instant, then 
they did not stand it at all; the Prince 
takes them in flank and breaks them in 
pieces at the first encounter, the very 
wind of the charge shatters them. Horse 
and foot, carbines and petronels, swords 
and pole-axes, are mingled in one strug- 
gling mass. Rupert and his men seem 
refreshed, not exhausted, by the weary 
night,—they seem incapable of fatigue ; 
they spike the guns as they cut down 
the gunners, and, if any escape, it is 
because many in both armies wear the 
same red scarfs. One Puritan, 
rounded by the enemy, shows such des- 
perate daring that Rupert bids release 
him at last, and sends afterwards to Es- 


sur- 
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sex to ask his name. One Cavalier bends, 
with a wild oath, to search the pockets of 
a slain enemy ;—it is his own brother. 
O'Neal slays a standard-bearer, and thus 
restores to his company the right to bear 
a flag, a right they lost at Hopton Heath; 
Legge is taken prisoner and escapes; Ur- 
ry proves himself no coward, though a 
renegade, and is trusted to bear to Ox- 
ford the news of the victory, being raised 
to knighthood in return. 

For a victory of course it is. Nothing 
in England can yet resist these high-born, 
dissolute, reckless Cavaliers of Rupert's. 
“T have seen them running up walls 
twenty feet high,” said the engineer con- 
sulted by the frightened citizens of Dor- 
chester ; “these defences of yours may 
possibly keep them out half an hour.” 
Darlings of triumphant aristocracy, they 
are destined to meet with no foe that can 
match them, until they recoil at last be- 
fore the plebeian pikes of the London 
train-bands. Nor can even Rupert’s men 
claim to monopolize the courage of the 
King’s party. The brilliant “ show-troop ” 
of Lord Bernard Stuart, comprising the 
young nobles having no separate com- 
mand,—a troop which could afford to in- 
dulge in all the gorgeousness of dress, 
since their united incomes, Clarendon 
declares, would have exceeded those of 
the whole Puritan Parliament,—led, by 
their own desire, the triumphant charge 
at Edgehill, and threeseore of their 
bodies were found piled on the spot 
where the Royal Standard was captured 
and rescued. Not less faithful were the 
Marquis of Newcastle’s “ Lambs,” who 
took their name from the white woollen 
clothing which they refused to have 
dyed, saying that their hearts’ blood 
would dye it soon enough; and so it 
did: only thirty survived the battle of 
Marston Moor, and the bodies of the rest 
were found in the field, ranked regular- 
ly, side by side, in death as in life. 

But here at Chalgrove Field no such 
fortitude of endurance is needed; the 
enemy are scattered, and, as Rupert's 
Cavaliers are dashing on, in their ac- 
customed headlong pursuit, a small, but 
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fresh force of Puritan cavalry appears 
behind the hedges and charges on them 
from the right,—two troops, hastily gath- 
ered, and in various garb. They are 
headed by a man in middle life and of 
noble aspect: once seen, he cannot easily 
be forgotten; but seen he will never be 
again, and, for the last time, Rupert and 
Hampden meet face to face. 
The foremost representative 
their respective parties, they 
remember, perhaps, that there are ties 
and coincidences in their lives. At the 
marriage of Rupert’s mother, the student 
Hampden was chosen to write the Ox- 
ford epithalamium, exulting in the pre- 
diction of some noble offspring to follow 
such a union. Rupert is about to be 
made General-in-chiet of the Cavaliers ; 
Hampden is looked to by all as the 
future General-in-chief of the Puritans. 


men of 
scarcely 


Rupert is the nephew of the King,— 
Hampden the cousin of Cromwell; and 
as the former is believed to be aiming 
at the Crown, so the latter is the only 
possible rival of Cromwell for the Pro- 
tectorate,—* the eyes of all being fixed 
upon him as their paler patrie.” But 
in all the greater qualities of manhood, 
how far must Hampden be placed above 
the magnificent and gifted Rupert! Ina 
congress of natural noblemen—for such 
do the men of the Commonwealth ap- 
pear—he must rank foremost. It is dif 
ficult to avoid exaggeration in speaking 
of these men,—men whose deeds yindi- 
sate their words, and whose words are 
unsurpassed by Greek or Roman fame, 
—1men whom even Hume can only erit- 
icizé for a “mysterious jargon” which 
most of them did not use, and for a 
“vulgar hypocrisy ” which few of them 
practised. Let us not underrate the self- 
forgetting loyalty of the Royalists,—the 
Duke of Newcastle laying at the King’s 
feet seven hundred thousand pounds, and 
the Marquis of Worcester a million; but 
the sublimer poverty and abstinence of 
the Parliamentary party deserve a yet 
loftier meed, — Vane surrendering an 
office of thirty thousand pounds a year 
to promote public economy,—Hutchin- 
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son refusing a peerage and a fortune 
as a bribe to hold Nottingham Castle 
a little while for the King,—Eliot and 
Pym bequeathing their families to the 
nation’s justice, having spent their all 
for the good cause. And rising to yet 
higher attributes, as they pass before 
us in the brilliant paragraphs of the 
courtly Clarendon, or the juster mod- 
ern estimates of Forster, it seems like a 
procession of born sovereigns ; while the 
more pungent epithets of contemporary 
wit only familiarize, but do not mar, the 
fame of Cromwell, (Cleaveland’s “ Ca- 
sar in a Clown,”)—* William the Con- 
queror” Waller,—* young Harry” Vane, 
—“fiery Tom” Fairfax,—and “ King 
Pym.” But among all these there is no 
peer of Hampden, of him who came not 
from courts or camps, but from the tran- 
quil study of his Davila, from that thought- 
ful retirement which was for him, as for 
his model, Coligny, the school of all noble 
virtues,—came to find himself at once a 
statesman and a soldier, receiving from 
his contemporary, Clarendon, no affec- 
tionate critic, the triple crown of historic 
praise, as being “ the most able, resolute, 
and popular person in the kingdom.” 
Who can tell how changed the destiny 
of England, had the Karl of Bedtord’s 
first compromise with the country party 
succeeded, and Hampden become the tu- 
tor of Prince Charles,—or could this fight 
at Chalgrove Field issue differently, and 
Hampden survive to be general instead 
of Essex, and Protector in place of Crom- 
well ? 

But that may not be. Had Tlampdey’s 
earlier counsels prevailed, Rupert never 
would have ventured on his night foray ; 
had his next suggestions been followed, 
Rupert never would have returned from 
it. Those failing, Hampden has come, 
gladly followed by Gunter and his dra- 
goons, outstripping the tardy Essex, to 
dare all and die. In vain does Gunter 
perish beside his flag; in vain does Crosse, 
his horse being killed under him, spring 
in the midst of battle on another; in vain 
does “ that ereat-spirited little Sir Samuel 
Luke” (the original of Hudibras) get 
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thrice captured and thrice escape. For 
Hampden, the hope of the nation, is fa- 
tally shot through the shoulder with two 
carbine-balls, in the first charge ; the 
whole troop sees it with dismay ; Essex 
comes up, as usual, too late, and the fight 
at Chalgrove Field is lost. 

We must leave this picture, painted in 
the fading colors of a far-off time. Let 
us leave the noble Hampden, weak and 
almost fainting, riding calmly from the 
field, and wandering away over his own 
Chiltern meadows, that he loves so well, 
—leave him, drooping over his saddle, 
directing his horse first towards his fa- 
ther-in-law’s house at Pyrton, where once 
he wedded his youthful bride, then turn- 
ing towards Thame, and mustering his 
last strength to leap his tired steed across 
its boundary brook. A few days of la- 
borious weakness, spent in letter-writ- 
ing to urge upon Parliament something 
of that military energy which, if ear- 
lier adopted, might have saved his life, 
—and we see a last, funereal procession 
winding beneath the Chiltern hills, and 
singing the 90th Psalm as the mourners 
approach the tomb of the Hampdens, 
and the 43d as they return. And well 
may the “ Weekly Intelligencer” say of 
him, (June 27, 1643,) that “ the memory 
of this deceased Colonel is such that in 
no age to come but it will more and more 
be had in honor and esteem; a man so 
religious, and of that prudence, judgment, 
temper, valor, and integrity, that he hath 
left few his like behind him.” 

And we must leave Rupert to his ca- 
reer of romantic daring, to be made Pres- 
ident of Wales and Generalissimo of the 
army,—to rescue with unequalled energy 
Newark and York and the besieged he- 
roine of Lathom House,—to fight through 
Newbury and Marston Moor and Nase- 
by, and many a lesser field,—to surrender 
Bristol and be acquitted by court-martial, 
but hopelessly condemned by the King; 
—then to leave the kingdom, refusing a 
passport, and fighting his perilous way to 
the seaside ;—then to wander over the 
world for years, astonishing Dutchmen by 


his seamanship, Austrians by his soldier- 
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THE STEREOSCOPE AITD THE STEREOGRAPH. 


Democritus of Abdera, commonly 
known as the Laughing Philosopher, 
probably because he did not consider the 
study of truth inconsistent with a cheer- 
ful countenance, believed and taught that 
all bodies were continually throwing off 
certain images like themselves, which sub- 
tile emanations, striking on our bodily or- 
gans, gave rise to our sensations. Epi- 
eurus borrowed the idea from him, and 
incorporated it into the famous system, 
of which Lucretius has given us the most 
popular version. Those who are curious 
on the matter will find the poet’s descrip- 
tion at the beginning of his fourth book. 
Forms, efligies, membranes, or jilms, are 
the nearest representatives of the terms 
applied to these effluences. They are 
perpetually shed from the surfaces of 
solids, as bark is shed by trees. Cortex 
is, indeed, one of the names applied to 
them by Lucretius. 

These evanescent films may be seen 
in one of their aspects in any clear, calm 
sheet of water, in a mirror, in the eye of 
an animal by one who looks at it in front, 
but better still by the consciousness be- 
hind the eye in the ordinary act of vision. 
They must be packed like the leaves of 
a closed book; for suppose a mirror to 
give an image of an object a mile off, it 
will give one at every point less than a 
mile, though this were subdivided into a 
million parts. Yet the images will not 
be the same; for the one taken a mile 
off will be very small, at half a mile as 
large again, at a hundred feet fifty times 
as large, and so on, as long as the mirror 
ean contain the image. 

Under the action of light, then, a body 
makes its superficial aspect potentially 
present at a distance, becoming appre- 
ciable as a shadow or as a picture. But 
remove the cause,—the body itselfj—and 
the effect is removed. The man behold- 
eth himself in the glass and goeth his 
way, and straightway both the mirror 
and the mirrored forget what manner 


of man he was. These visible films or 
membranous exuvi@ of objects, which the 
old philosophers talked about, have no 
real existence, separable from their illu- 
minated source, and perish instantly when 
it is withdrawn. 

If a man had handed a metallic specu- 
lum to Democritus of Abdera, and told 
him to look at his face in it while his 
heart was beating thirty or forty times, 
promising that one of the films his face 
was shedding should stick there, so that 
neither he, nor it, nor anybody should 
forget what manner of man he was, the 
Laughing Philosopher would probably 
have vindicated his claim to his title by 
an explosion that would have astonished 
the speaker. 

This is just what the Daguerreotype 
has done. It has fixed the most fleeting 
of our illusions, that which the apostle and 
the philosopher and the poet have alike 
used as the type of instability and unreal- 
ity. The photograph has completed the 
triumph, by making a sheet of paper re- 
fleet images like a mirror and hold them 
as a picture. 

This triumph of human ingenuity is 
the most audacious, remote, improbable, 
incredible, — the one that would seem 
least likely to be regained, if all traces 
of it were lost, of all the discoveries man 
has made. It has become such an every- 
day matter with us, that we forget its 
miraculous nature, as we forget that of 
the sun itself, to which we owe the crea- 
tions of our new art. Yet in all the 
prophecies of dreaming enthusiasts, in all 
the random guesses of the future con- 
quests over matter, we do not remember 
any prediction of such an inconceivable 
wonder, as our neighbor round the cor- 
ner, or the proprietor of the small house 
on wheels, standing on the village com- 
mon, will furnish any of us for the most 
painfully slender remuneration. No Cen- 
tury of Inventions includes this among 
its possibilities. Nothing but the vision 
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of a Laputan, who passed his days in 
extracting sunbeams out of cucumbers, 
could have reached such a height of de- 
lirium as to rave about the time when a 
man should paint his miniature by look- 
ing at a blank tablet, and a multitudinous 
wilderness of forest foliage or an endless 
Babel of roofs and spires stamp itself, in 
a moment, so faithfully and so minutely, 
that one may creep over the surface of 
the picture with his microscope and find 
every leaf perfect, or read the letters 
of distant signs, and see what was the 
play at the “ Variétés” or the “ Victo- 
ria,” on the evening of the day when it 
was taken, just as he would sweep the 
real view with a spy-glass to explore all 
that it contains. 

Some years ago, we sent a page or two 
to one of the magazines,—the “ Knick- 
erbocker,” if we remember aright,—in 
which the story was told from the “ Ara- 
bian Nights,” of the three kings’ sons, 
who each wished to obtain the hand of a 
lovely princess, and received for answer, 
that he who brought home the most won- 
derful object should obtain the lady’s hand 
as his reward. Our readers, doubtless, 
remember the original tale, with the fly- 
ing carpet, the tube which showed what 
a distant friend was doing by looking 
into it, and the apple which gave relief 
to the most desperate sufferings only 
by inhalation of its fragrance. The rail- 
road-car, the telegraph, and the apple- 
flavored chloroform could and do real- 
ize, every day,—as was stated in the 
passage referred to, with a certain rhe- 
torical amplitude not doubtfully sugges- 
tive of the lecture-room,—all that was 
fabled to have been done by the ear- 
pet, the tube, and the fruit of the Ara- 
bian story. 

All these inventions force themselves 
upon us to the full extent of their sienifi- 
cance. It is therefore hardly necessary 
to waste any considerable amount of rhet- 
oric upon wonders that are so thoroughly 
appreciated. When human art says to 
each one of us, I will give you ears that 
can hear a whisper in New Orleans, and 
legs that can walk six hundred miles in 
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a day, and if, in consequence of any de- 
fect of rail or carriage, you should be so 
injured that your own very insignificant 
walking members must be taken off, I 
can make the surgeon’s visit a pleasant 
dream for you, on awaking from which 
you will ask when he is coming to do 
that which he has done already,— what 
is the use of poetical or rhetorical ampli- 
fication ? But this other invention of 
the mirror with a memory, and especially 
that application of it which has given us 
the wonders of the stereoscope, is not so 
easily, completely, universally recognized 
in all the immensity of its applications 
and suggestions. The stereoscope, and 
the pictures it gives, are, however, com- 
mon enough to be in the hands of many 
of our readers; and as many of those 
who are not acquainted with it must be- 
fore long become as familiar with it as 
they are now with friction-matches, we 
feel sure that a few pages relating to it 
will not be unacceptable. 

Our readers may like to know the out- 
lines of the process of making daguerre- 
otypes and photographs, as just furnished 
us by Mr. Whipple, one of the most suc- 
cessful operators in this country. We 
omit many of those details which are ev- 
erything to the practical artist, but noth- 
ing to the general reader. We must 
premise, that Certain substances under- 
go chemical alterations, when exposed to 
the light, which produce a change of 
color. Some of the compounds of silver 
possess this faculty to a remarkable de- 
gree,—as the common indelible mark- 
ing-ink, (a solution of nitrate of silver,) 
which soon darkens in the light, shows 
us every day. This is only one of the 
innumerable illustrations of the varied 
effects of light on color. A living plant 
owes its brilliant hues to the sunshine ; 
but a dead one, or the tints extracted 
from it, will fade in the same rays which 
clothe the tulip in crimson and gold, 
our lady-readers who have rich curtains 
in their drawing-rooms know full well. 
The sun, then, is a master of chiaroscuro, 
and, if he has a living petal for his pallet, 
is the first of colorists—Let us walk into 
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his studio, and examine some of his paint- 
ing machinery. 


1. Tue DaGuerreorype.—aA silver- 
plated sheet of copper is resilvered by 
electro-plating, and perfectly polished, 
It is then exposed in a glass box to the 
vapor of jodine until its surface turns to 
a golden yellow. Then it is exposed in 
another box to the fumes of the bromide 
of lime until it becomes of a blood-red 
tint. Then it is exposed once more, for 
a few seconds, to the vapor of iodine. 
The plate is now sensitive to light, and 
is of course kept from it, until, having 
been placed in the darkened camera, 
the screen is withdrawn and the camera- 
picture falls upon it. In strong light, 
and with the best instruments, three see- 
onds’ exposure is enough,—but the time 
varies with circumstances. ‘The plate is 
now withdrawn and exposed to the va- 
por of mercury at 212°. Where the 
daylight was strongest, the sensitive coat- 
ing of the plate has undergone such a 
chemical change, that the mercury pene- 
trates readily to the silver, producing a 
minute white granular deposit upon it, 
like a very thin fall of snow, drifted by 
the wind. The strong lights are little 
heaps of these granules, the middle lights 
thinner sheets of them; the shades are 
formed by the dark silver itself, thinly 
sprinkled only, as the earth shows with a 
few scattered snow-flakes on its surface. 
The precise chemical nature of these 
granules we care less for than their pal- 
pable presence, which may be perfectly 
made out by a microscope magnifying 
fifty diameters or even less. 

The picture thus formed would soon 
fade under the action of light, in conse- 
quence of further changes in the chemi- 
‘al elements of the film of which it con- 
Some of these elements are there- 
fore removed by washing it with a solu- 
tion of hyposulphite of soda, after which 
it is rinsed with pure water. It is now 
permanent in the light, but a touch wipes 
oif the picture as it does the bloom from 
aplum. ‘To fix it, a solution of hyposul- 
phite of soda containing chloride of gold 
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is poured on the plate while this is held 
over a spiritlamp. It is then again 
rinsed with pure water, and is ready for 
its frame. 


2. Tur Puorocrarn.—Just as we 
must have a mould before we can make 
a cast, we must get a negative or re- 
versed picture on glass before we can 
get our positive or natural picture. The 
first thing, then, is to lay a sensitive coat- 
ing on a piece of glass,—crown-glass, 
which has a natural surface, being pref: 
erable to plate-glass. Collodion, which 
is a solution of e@un-cotton in alcohol 
and ether, mingled with a solution of 
iodide and bromide of potassium, is used 
to form a thin coating over the glass. Be- 
fore the plate is dry, it is dipped into a 
solution of nitrate of silver, where it re- 
mains from one to three or four minutes. 


Here, then, we have essentially the same 
chemical elements that we have seen em- 
ployed in the daguerreotype,— namely, 
iodine, bromine, and silver; and by their 
mutual reactions in the last process we 
have formed the sensitive iodide and bro- 
mide of silver. The glass is now placed, 
still wet, in the camera, and there re- 
mains from three seconds to one or two 
minutes, according to circumstances. It 
is then washed with a solution of sul- 
phate of iron. Every light spot in the 
camera-picture*becomes dark on the sen- 
sitive coating of the glass-plate. But 
where the shadows or dark parts of the 
camera-picture fall, the sensitive coating 
is less darkened, or not at all, if the 
shadows are very deep, and so these 
shadows of the camera-picture become 
the lights of the glass-picture, as the lights 
become the shadows. Again, the picture 
is reversed, just as in every camera-ob- 
scura where the image is received on a 
screen direct from the lens. Thus the 
glass plate has the right part of the ob- 
ject on the left side of its picture, and 
the left part on its right side; its light is 
darkness, and its darkness is light. Iv- 
erything is just as wrong as it can be, ex- 
cept that the relations of each wrong to 
the other wrongs are like the relations 
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tov the daguerreotype, perfect and cheap 
as it is, and admirably adapted for minia- 
tures, has almost disappeared from the 
field of landscape, still lite, architecture, 
and genre painting, to make room for the 
photograph. Mr. Whipple tells us that 
cyen now he takes a much greater num- 
Ler of miniature portraits on metal than 
on paper; and yet, except occasionally 
a statue, it is rare to see anything besides 
a portrait shown in a daguerreotype. 
But the wreatest number of sun-pictures 
we see are the photographs which are in- 
tended to be looked at with the aid of 
the instrument we are next to describe, 
and to the stimulus of which the recent 
vast extension of photographic copies 
of Nature and Art is mainly owing. 


3. Tur Stereoscorr.—This instru- 
ment was invented by Professor Wheat- 
stone, and first deseribed by him in 1838. 
Tt was only a year atter this that M. Da- 
everre made known his discovery in 
Paris; and almost at the same time Mr. 
Fox Talbot sent his communication to 
the Royal Society, giving an account of 
his method of obtaining pictures on pa- 
per by the action of light. Iodine was 
discovered in 1811, bromine in 1826, 
chloroform in 1831, gun-cotton, from 
which collodion is made, in 1846, the 
electro-plating process about the same 
time with photography ; “ all things, great 
and small, working together to produce 
what seemed at first as delightful, but as 
fabulous, as Aladdin’s ring, which is now 
as little suggestive of surprise as our dai- 
ly bread.” 

A stereoscope is an instrument which 
makes surfaces look solid. All pictures 
in which perspective and light and shade 
are properly managed, have more or less 
of the effect of solidity ; but by this instru- 
ment that effect is so heightened as to 
produce an appearance of reality which 
cheats the senses with its seeming truth. 

There is good reason to believe that 
the appreciation of solidity by the eye is 
purely a matter of education. The fa- 
mous case of a young man who under- 
went the operation of couching for cata- 
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ract, related by Cheselden, and a similar 
one reported in the Appendix to Miil- 
ler’s Physiology, go to prove that every- 
thing is scen only as a superficial exten- 
sion, until the other senses have taught 
the eye to recognize depth, or the third 
dimension, which gives solidity, by con- 
verging outlines, distribution of light and 
shade, change of size, and of the texture 
of surfaces. Cheselden’s patient thought 
“all objects whatever touched his eyes, a3 
what he felt did his skin.” The patient 
whose case is reported by Miiller could 
not tell the form of a cube held obliquely 
before his eye from that of a flat piece 
of pasteboard presenting the same out- 
line. Each of these patients saw only 
with one eye,—the other being destroy- 
ed, in one case, and not restored to sight 
until long after the first, in the other case. 
In two months’ time Cheselden’s patient 
had learned to know solids; in fact, he 
argued so logically from light and shale 
and perspective that he felt of pictures, 
expecting to find reliefs and depressions, 
and was surprised to discover that they 
were flat surfaces. If these patients had 


_suddenly recovered the sight of both eyes, 


they would probably have learned to ree- 
ognize solids more easily and speedily. 

We can commonly tell whether an ob- 
ject is solid, readily enough with one eye, 
but still better with two eyes, and some- 
times only by using both. If we look at 
a square piece of ivory with one eye 
alone, we cannot tell whether it is a scale 
of veneer, or the side of a cube, or the 
base of a pyramid, or the end of a prism. 
But if we now open the other eye, we 
shall see one or more of its sides, if’ it 
have any, and then know it to be a solid, 
and what kind of a solid. 

We sce something with the second eye 
which we did not see with the first; in 
other words, the two eyes see different 
pictures of the same thing, for the obvious 
reason that they look trom points two or 
three inches apart. By means of these 
two different views of an object, the mind, 
as it were, feels round it and gets an idea 
of its solidity. We clasp an object with 
our eyes, as with our arms, or with our 
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hands, or with our thumb and finger, and 
then we know it to be something more 
than a surface. This, of course, is an 
illustration of the fact, rather than an ex- 
planation of’ its mechanism. 

Though, as we have seen, the two eyes 
look on two different pictures, we per- 
geive but one picture. The two have 
run together and become blended in a 
third, which shows us everything we see 
in each. But, in order that they should so 
run together, both the eye and the brain 
must be in a natural state. Push one eye 
a little inward with the forefinger, and 
the image is doubled, or at least confused. 
Only certain parts of the two retin 
work harmoniously together, and you 
have disturbed their natural relations. 
Again, take two or three glasses more 
than temperance permits, and you see 
double ; the eyes are right enough, prob- 
ably, but the brain is in trouble, and does 
not report their telegraphic messages cor- 
rectly. These exceptions illustrate the 
every-day truth, that, when we are in 
right condition, our two eyes see two 
somewhat different pictures, which our 
perception combines to form one picture, 
representing objects in all their dimen- 
sions, and not merely as surfaces. 

Now, if we can get two artificial pie- 
tures of any given object, one as we 
should see it with the right eye, the oth- 
er as we should see it with the left eye, 
and then, looking at the right picture, and 
that only, with the right eye, and at the 
left picture, and that only, with the left 
eye, contrive some way of making these 
pictures run together as we have seen 
our two views of a natural object do, we 
shall get the sense of solidity that natu- 
ral objects give us. The arrangement 
which effects it will be a stereoscope, ac- 
cording to our definition of that instru- 
ment. Flow shall we attain these two 
ends ? 

1. An artist can draw an object as he 
sees it, looking at it only with his right 
eye. Then he can draw a second view 
of the same object as he sees it with his 
left eye. It will not be hard to draw a 
cube or an octahedron in this way ; in- 
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deed, the first stereoscopic figures were 
pairs of outlines, right and left, of solid 
bodies, thus drawn. But the minute de- 
tails of a portrait, a group, or a land- 
scape, all so nearly alike to the two eyes, 
yet not identical in each picture of our 
natural double view, would defy any 
human skill to reproduce them exactly. 
And just here comes in the photograph 
to meet the difliculty. A first picture 
of an object is taken,—then the instru- 
ment is moved a couple of inches or a 
little more, the distance between the hu- 
man eyes, and a second picture is tak- 
en. Better than this, two pictures are 
taken at once in a double camera. 

We were just now stereographed, our- 
selves, at a moment’s warning, as if we 
A skele- 


were fugitives from justice. 
ton shape, of about a man’s height, its 
head covered with a black veil, glided 
across the floor, faced us, lifted its veil, 
and took a preliminary look. When we 
had grown sulliciently rigid in our atti- 
tude of studied ease, and got our umbrella 
into a position of thoughtful carelessness, 
and put our features with much effort in- 
to an unconstrained aspect of cheerfulness 
tempered with dignity, of manly firmness 
blended with womanly sensibility, of 
courtesy, as much as to imply,—* You 
honor me, Sir,” toned or sized, as one 
may say, with something of the self-as- 
sertion of a human soul which reflects 
proudly, “1 am superior to all this,’— 
when, I say, we were all right, the spec- 
tral Mokanna dropped his long veil, and 
his waiting-slave put a sensitive tablet 
under its folds. The veil was then again 
lifted, and the two great glassy eyes star- 
ed at us once more for some thirty sec- 
onds. The veil then dropped again; but 
in the mean time, the shrouded sorcerer 
had stolen our double image ; we were 
immortal. Posterity might thenceforth 
inspect us, (if not otherwise engaged,) not 
as a surface only, but in all our dimen- 
sions as an undisputed solid man of Bos- 
ton. 

2. We have now obtained the double- 
eyed or twin pictures, or STEREOGRAPH, 
if we may coin aname. But the pictures 
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are two, and we want to slide them into 
as in natural vis- 


How 


shall we make one picture out of two, the 


each other, so to speak, 


ion, that we may see them as one. 


corresponding parts of which are separ- 
ated by a distance of two or three inches ? 
First, 

But 
this is tedious, painful, im- 
at least very difficult. We 


shall find it much easier to look through 


We can do this in two ways. 


by squinting as we look at them. 
and to some 
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scratch, 


the ever-moving stillness of Niagara. 
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A painter shows us masses ; the 


figure spares us nothing,— 
every stick, straw, 


as the dome of St. 


there, 


or 


The 


sun is no respecter of persons or of things. 


This is one infinite charm of the pho- 


tographic delineation. 
perfect photograph is 
haustible. 
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him at the distance of the length of Cam- 
bridge Bridge. But hold a common black 
pin before the eyes at the distance of 
distinct vision, and one-twentieth of its 
length, nearest the point, is enough to 
cover him so that he cannot be seen. 
The head of the same pin will cover one 
of the Cambridge horse-cars at the same 
distance, and conceal the tower of Mount 
Auburn, as seen from Boston. 

We are near enough to an edifice to 
see it well, when we can easily read an 
inscription upon it. The stereoscopic 
views of the arches of Constantine and 
of Titus give not only every letter of the 
old inscriptions, but render the grain of 
the stone itself. On the pediment of the 
Pantheon may be read, not only the 
words traced by Agrippa, but a rough 
inscription above it, scratched or hacked 
into the stone by some wanton hand dur- 
ing an insurrectionary tumult. 

This distinctness of the lesser details of 
a building or a landscape often gives us 
incidental truths which interest us more 
than the central object of the picture. 
Here is Alloway Kirk, in the church- 
yard of which you may read a real story 
by the side of the ruin that tells of more 
romantic fiction. There stands the stone 
“Erected by James Russell, seedsman, 
Ayr, in memory of his children,”— three 
little boys, James, and Thomas, and John, 
all snatched away from him in the space 
of three successive summer-days, and ly- 
ing under the matted grass in the shad- 
ow of the old witch-haunted walls. It 
was Burns’s Alloway Kirk we paid for, 
and we find we have bou&ht a share in 
the gricts of James Russell, seedsman ; 
for is not the stone that tells this blinding 
sorrow of real life the true centre of the 
picture, and not the roofless pile which 
reminds us of an idle legend ? 

We have often found these incidental 
glimpses of life and death running away 
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the twin pictures which we miss in the 
other ; the person or the vehicle having 
moved in the interval of taking the two 
photographs. There is before us a view 
of the Pool of David at Ilebron, in which 
a shadowy figure appears at the water's 
edge, in the right-hand farther corner of 
the right-hand picture only. This muffled 
shape stealing silently into the solemn 
scene has already written a hundred 
biographies in our imagination. In the 
lovely glass stereograph of the Lake of 
Brienz, on the left-hand side, a vaguely 
hinted female figure stands by the mar- 
gin of the fair water; on the other side 
of the picture she is not seen. ‘This is 
life ; we seem to see her come and go. 
All the longings, passions, experiences, 
possibilities of womanhood animate that 
gliding shadow which has flitted through 
our consciousness, nameless, dateless, fea- 
tureless, yet more profoundly real than 
the sharpest of portraits traced by a hu- 
man hand. Here is the Fountain of the 
Ogre, at Berne. In the right picture 
two women are chatting, with arms akim- 
bo, over its basin; before the plate for 
the left picture is got ready, “one shall 
be taken and the other left”; look! on 
the left side there is but one woman, and 
you may see the blur where the other is 
melting into thin air as she fades forever 
from your cyes. 

Oh, infinite volumes of poems that I 
treasure in this small library of glass and 
pasteboard! I creep over the vast fea- 
tures of Rameses, on the face of his rock- 
hewn Nubian temple; I scale the huge 
mountain-crystal that calls itself the Pyra- 
mid of Cheops. I pace the length of the 
three Titanic stones of the wall of Baal- 
bee—mightiest masses of quarried rock 
that man has lifted into the air; and 
then I dive into some mass of foliage 
with my microscope, and trace the vein- 
ings of a leaf so delicately wrought in 
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a hundred dynasties. I stroll through 
Rhenish vineyards, I sit under Roman 
arches, I walk the streets of once buried 
cities, I look into the chasms of Alpine 
glaciers, and on the rush of wasteful 
cataracts. [ pass, in a moment, from the 
banks of the Charles to the ford of the 
Jordan, and leave my outward frame in 
the arm-chair at my table, while in spirit 
Tam looking down upon Jerusalem from 
the Mount of Olives. 

“ Give me the full tide of life at Char- 
ing Cross,” said Dr. Johnson. Tere is 
Charing Cross, but without the full tide 
of lite. A perpetual stream of figures 
leaves no definite shapes upon the pic- 
ture. But on one side of this stereoscopic 
doublet a litte London * gent” is lean- 
ing pensively against a post; on the oth- 
er side he is seen sitting at the foot of the 
next post ;—what is the matter with the 
little “ gent ” ? 

The very things which an artist would 
leave out, or render imperfectly, the pho- 
tograph takes infinite care with, and so 
makes its illusions perfect. What is the 
picture of a drum without the marks on 
its head where the beating of the sticks 
has darkened the parchment? In three 
pictures of the Ann Ilathaway Cottage, 
before us,—the most perfect, perhaps, of 
all the paper stereographs we have seen, 
—the door at the farther end of’ the cot- 
tage is open, and we see the marks left 
by the rubbing of hands and shoulders 
as the ‘ame through the 
entry, or leaned against it, or felt for 
the latch. It is not impossible that scales 
from the epidermis of the trembling hand 
of Ann Hathaway’s young suitor, Will 
Shakspeare, are still adherent about the 
old latch and coor, and that they contrib- 
ute to the stains we see in our picture. 


good people 


Among the accidents of" life, as deline- 
ated in the stereograph, there is one that 
rarely tails in any extended view which 
shows us the details of streets and build- 
ings. There may be neither man nor 
beast nor vehicle to be seen. You may 
be looking down on a place in such a way 
that none of the ordinary marks of its be- 
ing actually inhabited show themselves. 
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But in the rawest Western settlement and 
the oldest Eastern city, in the midst of 
the shanties at Pike’s Peak and stretch- 
ing across the court-yards as you look 
into them from above the clay-plastered 
roofs of Damascus, wherever man lives 
with any of the decencies of civilization, 
you will find the clothes-line. It may be 
a fence, (in Ireland,)—it may be a tree, 
(if the Irish license is still allowed us,) 
— but clothes-drying, or a place to dry 
clothes on, the stereoscopic photograph 
insists on finding, wherever it gives us 
a group of houses. This is the city of 
Ifow it brings the people who 
sleep under that root’ before us to see 
their sheets drying on that fence! and 
how real it makes the men in that house 
to look at their shirts hanging, arms down, 


Berne. 


_ from yonder line ! 


The reader will, perhaps, thank us for a 
few hints as to the choice of stereoscopes 
and stereoscopic pictures. The only way 
to be sure of vetting a good instrument 
is to try a number of them, but it may 
be well to know which are worth trying. 
Those made with achromatic glasses may 
be as much better as they are dearer, 
but we have not been able to satisfy our- 
selves of the fact. We do not commonly 
find any trouble from chromatic aberra- 
tion (or false color in the image). It is 
an excellent thing to have the glasses 
adjust by pulling out and pushing in, 
either by the hand, or, more conven- 
iently, by a screw. The large instru- 
ments, holding twenty-five slides, are 
best adapted*to the use of those who 
wish to show their views often to friends; 
the owner is a little apt to get tired of 
the unvarying round in which they pre- 
sent themselves. Perhaps we relish them 
more for having a little trouble in plac- 
ing them, as we do nuts that we crack 
better than those we buy cracked. In 
optical effect, there is not much differ- 
ence between them and the best ordi- 
nary instruments. We employ one ste- 
reoscope with adjusting glasses for the 
hand, and another common one upon a 
broad rosewood stand. The stand may 
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be added to any instrument, and is a 
great convenience. 

Some will have none but glass stere- 
oscopic pictures; paper ones are not 
good enough for them. Wisdom dwells 
not with such. It is true that there is 
a brilliancy in a glass picture, with a 
flood of light pouring through it, which 
no paper one, with the light necessarily 
falling on it, can approach. But this 
brilliancy fatigues the eye much more 
than the quiet reflected light of the 
paper stereograph. Twenty-five glass 
slides, well inspected in a strong light, 
are good for one headache, if a person 
is disposed to that trouble. 

Again, a good paper photograph is in- 
finitely better than a bad glass one. We 
have a glass stereograph of Bethlehem, 
which looks as if the ground were covered 
with snow,—and paper ones of Jerusalem, 
colored and uncolored, much superior to 
it both in effect and detail. The Orien- 
tal pictures, we think, are apt to have 
this white, patchy look; possibly we do 
not get the best in this country. 

A good view on glass or paper is, as a 
rule, best uncolored. But some of the 
American views of Niagara on glass are 
greatly improved by being colored ; the 
water being rendered vastly more sug- 
gestive of the reality by the deep green 
tinge. Per contra, we have seen some 
American views so carelessly colored that 
they were all the worse for having been 
meddled with. The views of the Hatha- 
way Cottage, before referred to, are not 
only admirable in themselves, but some 
of them are admirably colored also. Few 
glass stereographs compare with them as 
real representatives of Nature. 

In choosing stereoscopic pictures, be- 
ware of investing largely in groups. The 
owner soon gets tired to death of them. 
Two or three of the most striking among 
them are worth having, but mostly they 
are detestable, — vulgar repetitions of 
vulgar models, shamming grace, gentili- 
ty, and emotion, by the aid of costumes, 
attitudes, expressions, and accessories wor- 
thy only of a Thespian society of candle- 
snuffers. In buying brides under veils, 
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and such figures, look at the lady’s hands. 
You will very probably find the young 
countess is a maid-of-all-work. The pres- 
ence of a human figure adds greatly to 
the interest of all architectural views, by 
giving us a standard of size, and should 
often decide our choice out of a variety 
of such pictures. No view pleases the 
eye which has glaring patches in it,—a 
perfectly white-looking river, for instance, 
—or trees and shrubs in full leaf, but look- 
ing as if they were covered with snow,— 
or glaring roads, or frosted-looking stones 
and pebbles. As for composition in land- 
scape, each person must consult his own 
taste. All have agreed in admiring many 
of the Irish views, as those about the Lakes 
of Killarney, for instance, which are beau- 
tifal alike in general effect and in nicety 
of detail. The glass views on the Rhine, 
and of the Pyrenees in Spain, are of 
consummate beauty. As a specimen of 
the most perfect, in its truth and union 
of harmony and contrast, the view of the 
Cireus of Gavarni, with the female figure 
on horseback in the front ground, is not 
surpassed by any we remember to have 


seen. 


What is to come of the stereoscope 
and the photograph we are almost afraid 
to guess, lest we should seem extrava- 
gant. But, premising that we are to give 
a colored stereoscopic mental view of 
their prospects, we will venture on a few 
glimpses at a conceivable, if not a pos- 
sible future. 

Form is henceforth divorced from mat- 
ter. In fact, matter as a visible object 
is of no great use any longer, except 
as the mould on which form is shaped. 
Give us a few negatives of a thing worth 
seeing, taken from different points of 
view, and that is all we want of it. Pull 
it down or burn it up, if you please. We 
must, perhaps, sacrifice some luxury in 
the loss of color; but form and light and 
shade are the great things, and even 
color can be added, and perhaps by and 
by may be got direct from Nature. 

There is only one Coliseum or Pan- 
theon; but how many millions of poten- 
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tial negatives have they shed, — repre- 
sentatives of billions of pictures,— since 
they were erected! Matter in large 
masses must always be fixed and dear; 
form is cheap and transportable. We 
have got the fruit of creation now, and 
need not trouble ourselves with the core. 
Every conceivable object of Nature and 
Art will soon scale off its surface for us. 
Men will hunt all curious, beautiful, 
grand objects, as they hunt the cattle 
in South America, for their skins, and 
leave the carcasses as of little worth. 

The consequence of this will soon be 
such an enormous colleetion of forms that 
they will have to be classified and ar- 
ranged in vast libraries, as books are now. 
The time will come when a man who 
wishes to see any object, natural or ar- 
tificial, will go to the Imperial, National, 
or City Stereographie Library and call 
for its skin or form, as he would for 
a book at any common library. We do 
now distinctly propose the creation of 
a comprehensive and systematic stereo- 
graphic library, where all men can find 
the special forms they particularly de- 
sire to see as artists, or as scholars, or 
as mechanics, or in any other capacity. 
Already a workman has been  travel- 
ling about the country with stereographie 
views of furniture, showing his employ- 
er’s patterns in this way, and taking or- 
ders for them. This is a mere hint of 
what is coming before long. 

Again, we must haye special stereo- 
graphic collections, just as we have pro- 
fessional and other special libraries. And 
as a means of facilitating the formation 
of public and private stereographic col- 
lections, there must be arranged a com- 
prehensive system of exchanges, so that 
there may grow up something like a uni- 
versal currency of these bank-notes, or 
promises to pay in solid substance, which 
the sun has engraved for the great Bank 
of Nature. 

To render comparison of similar ob- 
jects, or of any that we may wish to see 
side by side, easy, there should be a ste- 
reographic metre or fixed standard of 
focal length for the camera lens, to fur- 
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nish by its multiples or fractions, if ne- 
cessary, the scale of distances, and the 
standard of power in the stereoscope- 
lens. In this way the eye can make the 
most rapid and exact comparisons. If 
the “ great elm” and the Cowthorpe oak, 
if the State-Ilouse and St. Peter's, were 
taken on the same scale, and looked at 
with the same magnifying power, we 
should compare them without the possi- 
bility of being misled hy those partialities 
which might tend to make us overrate 
the indigenous vegetable and the dome 
of our native Michel Angelo. 

The next European war will send us 
stereographs of battles. It is asserted 
that a bursting shell can be photograph- 
ed. The time is perhaps at hand when 
a flash of light, as sudden and brief as 
that of the lightning which shows a whirl- 
ing wheel standing stock still, shall pre- 
serve the very instant of the shock of con- 
tact of the mighty armies that are even 
now gathering. The lightning from heay- 
en does actually photograph natural ob- 
jects on the bodies of those it has just 
blasted,—so we are told by many wit- 


nesses. The lightning of clashing sabres 
and bayonets may he forced to stereo- 
type itself in a stillness as complete as 
that of the tumbling tide of Niagara as 
we see it self-pictured. 

We should be led on too far, if we de- 
veloped our belief as to the transforma- 
tions to be wrought by this greatest of 
human triumphs over earthly conditions, 
the divorce of form and substance. Let 
our readers fill out a blank check on the 
future as they like,—we give our in- 
dorsement to their imaginations before- 
hand. We are looking into stereoscopes 
as pretty toys, and wondering over the 
photograph as a charming novelty ; but 
before another generation has passed 
away, it will be recognized that a new 
epoch in the history of human progress 
dates from the time when He who 


never but in unecreated light 
Dwelt from eternity— 

took a pencil of fire from the hand of the 

“ angel standing in the sun,” and placed 

it in the hands of a mortal. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 


Ar the period of which we are speak- 
ing, no name in the New Republic was 
associated with ideas of more brilliant 
promise, and invested with a greater 
prestige of popularity and success, than 
that of Colonel Aaron Burr. 

Sprung of a line distinguished for in- 
tellectual ability, the grandson of a man 
whose genius has swayed New England 
from that day to this, the son of parents 
eminent in their day for influential and 
popular talents, he united in himself the 
quickest perceptions and keenest delica- 
cy of fibre with the most diamond hard- 
ness and unflinching steadiness of pur- 
pose ;—apt, subtle, adroit, dazzling, no 
man in his time ever began life with fair- 
er chances of success and fame. 

His name, as it fell on the ear of our 
heroine, carried with it the suggestion of 
all this; and when, with his peculiarly 
engaging smile, he offered his arm, she 
felt a little of the flutter natural to a 
modest young person unexpectedly hon- 
ored with the notice of one of the great 
ones of the earth, whom it is seldom the 
lot of humble individuals to know, except 
by distant report. 

But, although Mary was a_ blushing 
and sensitive person, she was not what 
is commonly called a diffident girl ;— 
her nerves had that healthy, steady poise 
which gave her presence of mind in the 
most unwonted circumstances. 

The first few sentences addressed to 
her by her new companion were in a 
tone and style altogether different from 
any in which she had ever been ap- 
proached, — different from the dashing 
frankness of her sailor lover, and from 
the rustic gallantry of her other admir- 
ers. 

That indescribable mixture of ease and 
deference, guided by refined tact, which 


shows the practised, high-bred man of the 
world, made its impression on her imme- 
diately, as the breeze on the chords of a 
wind-harp. She felt herself pleasantly 
swayed and breathed upon ;—it was as 
if an atmosphere were around her in 
which she felt a perfect ease and free- 
dom, an assurance that her lightest word 
might ‘launch forth safely, as a tiny boat, 
on the smooth, glassy mirror of her lis- 
tener’s pleased attention. 

“T came to Newport only on a vis- 
it of business,” he said, after a few mo- 
ments of introductory conversation. “I 
was not prepared for its many attrac- 
tions.” 

“ Newport has a great deal of beautiful 
scenery,” said Mary. 

“T have heard that it was celebrated 
for the beauty of its scenery, and of its 
ladies,” he answered ; “but,” he added, 
with a quick flash of his dark eye, “I 
never realized the fact before.” 

The glance of the eye pointed and lim- 
ited the compliment, and, at the same 
time, there was a wary shrewdness in it ; 
—he was measuring how deep his shaft 
had sunk, as he always instinctively meas- 
ured the person he talked with. 

Mary had been told of her beauty 
since her childhood, notwithstanding her 
mother had essayed all that transparent, 
respectable hoaxing by which discreet 
mothers endeavor to blind their daugh- 
ters to the real facts of such cases; but, 
in her own calm, balanced mind, she had 
accepted what she was so often told, as a 
quiet verity; and therefore she neither 
fluttered nor blushed on this occasion, 
but regarded her auditor with a pleased 
attention, as one who was saying obliging 
things. 

“ Cool!” he thought to himself,—* hum! 
—a little’ rustic belle, I suppose,— well 
aware of her own value ;—rather piquant, 
on my word!” 
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“ Shall we walk in the garden?” he 
said,—** the evening is so beautiful.” 

They passed out of the door and began 
promenading the long walk. At the bot- 
tom of the alley he stopped, and, turn- 
ing, looked up the vista of box ending 
in the brilliantly-lighted rooms, where 
gentlemen, with powdered heads, lace 
ruffles, and glittering knee-buckles, were 
handing ladies in stiff broeades, whose 
towering heads were shaded by ostrich- 
feathers and sparkling with gems. 

“Quite court-like, on my word!” he 
said. “ Tell me, do you often have such 
brilliant entertainments as this ?” 

“T suppose they do,” said Mary. “I 
never was at one before, but I some- 
times hear of them.” 

“And you do not attend?” said the 
gentleman, with an accent which made 
the inquiry a marked compliment. 

“No, I do not,” said Mary; “ these 
people generally do not visit us.” 

“What a pity,” he said, “that their 
parties should want such an ornament! 
But,” he added, “this night must make 
them aware of their oversight ;—if you 
are not always in society after this, it 
will surely not be for want of solicita- 
tion.” 

“You are very kind to think so,” re- 
plied Mary ; “but even if it were to be 
so, | should not see my way clear to be 
often in such scenes as this.” 

Ifer companion looked at her with a 
glance a little doubtful and amused, and 
said, “ And pray, why not? if the in- 
quiry be not too presumptuous.” 

“ Because,” said Mary, “I should be 
afraid they would take too much time 
and thought, and lead me to forget the 
ereat object of life.” 

The simple gravity with which this was 
said, as if quite assured of the sympathy 
of her auditor, appeared to give him a 
secret amusement. Tis bright, dark eyes 
danced, as if he suppressed some quick 
repartee ; but, drooping his long lashes 
deferentially, he said, in gentle tones, “1 
should like to know what so beautiful a 
young lady considers the great object of 
life.” ‘ 
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Mary answered reverentially, in those 
words then familiar from infancy to ev- 
ery Puritan child, “ To glorify God, and 
enjoy Him forever.” 

“ Really?” he said, looking straight 
into her eyes with that penetrating glance 
with which he was accustomed to take 
the gauge of every one with whom he 
conversed. 

“Ts it not?” said Mary, looking back, 
calm and firm, into the sparkling, restless 
depths of his eyes. 

At that moment, two souls, going with 
the whole force of their being in oppo- 
site directions, looked out of their win- 
dows at each other with a fixed and ear- 
nest recognition. 

Burr was practised in every art of 
gallantry,—he had made womankind a 
study,—he never saw a beautiful face 
and form without a sort of restless desire 
to experiment upon it and try his power 
over the interior inhabitant; but, just at 
this moment, something streamed into his 
soul from those blue, earnest eyes, which 
brought back to his mind what pious 
people had so often told him of his moth- 
er, the beautiful and early-sainted Esther 
Burr. He was one of those persons who 
systematically managed and played upon 
himself and others, as a skilful musician, 
on an in-trument. Yet one secret 
of his fascination was the naiveteé with 
which, at certain moments, he would 
abandon himself to some little impulse 
of a nature originally sensitive and ten- 
der. Had the strain of feeling which 
now awoke in him come over him e 
where, he would have shut down some 
spring in his mind, and excluded it in 
a moment; but, talking with a beautiful 
creature whom he wished to please, he 
gave way at once to the emotion real 
tears stood in his fine eyes, and he raised 
Mary’s hand to his lips, and kissed it, say- 
ing,— 

“Thank you, my beautiful child, for so 
good a thought. It is truly a noble sen- 
timent, though practicable only to those 
gifted with angelic natures.” 

“ Oh, I trust not,” said Mary, ear- 
nestly touched and wrought upon more 
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than she herself knew, by the beautiful 
eyes, the modulated voice, the charm of 
manner, which seemed to enfold her like 
an Italian summer. 

Burr sighed,—a real sigh of his bet- 
ter nature, but passed out with all the 
more freedom that he felt it would inter- 
est his fair companion, who, for the time 
being, was the one woman of the world 
to him. 

“ Pure and artless souls like yours,” 
he said, “cannot measure the tempta- 
tions of those who are called to the real 
battle of life in a world like this. How 
many nobler aspirations fall withered in 
the fierce heat and struggle of the con- 
flict !” 

He was saying then what he really 
felt, often bitterly felt,—but using this 
real feeling advisedly, and with skilful 
tact, for the purpose of the hour. 

What was this purpose? To win the 
regard, the esteem, the tenderness of a 
religious, exalted nature shrined in a 
beautiful form,—to gain and hold ascen- 
dency. It was a life-long habit,—one of 
those forms of refined self-indulgence 
which he pursued, thoughtless and reck- 
less of consequences. He had found now 
the key-note of the character; it was a 
beautiful instrument, and he was well 
pleased to play on it. 

“TJ think, Sir’ said Mary, modestly, 
“that you forget the great provision 
made for our weakness.” 

“ How ?” he said. 

“ They that wait on the Lord shall re- 
new their strength,” she replied, gently. 

He looked at her, as she spoke these 
words, with a pleased, artistic perception 
of the contrast between her worldly at- 
tire and the simple, religious earnestness 
of her words. 

“ She is entrancing!” he thought to 
himself, —“ so altogether fresh and na- 
we!” 

“My sweet saint,” he said, “such as 
you are the appointed guardians of us 
coarser beings. The prayers of souls giv- 
en up to worldliness and ambition effect 
little. You must intercede for us. J am 
very orthodox, you see,” he added, with 
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that subtle smile which sometimes irra- 
diated his features. “I am fully aware 
of all that your reverend doctor tells you 
of the worthlessness of unregenerate do- 
ings; and so, when I see angels walking 
below, I try to secure ‘a friend at court.” 

He saw that Mary looked embarrassed 
and pained at this banter, and therefore 
added, with a delicate shading of ear- 
nestness,— 

“Tn truth, my fair young friend, I hope 
you will sometimes pray for me. I am 
sure, if I have any chance of good, it will 
come in such a way.” 

“Tndeed I will,” said Mary, fervently, 
—her little heart full, tears in her eyes, 
her breath coming quick,—and she add- 
ed, with a deepening color, “I am sure, 
Mr. Burr, that there should be a cove- 
nant blessing for you, if for any one, for 
you are the son of a holy ancestry.” 

“ Eh, bien, mon ami, qwest ce que tu 
fais ici?” said a gay voice behind a 
clump of box; and immediately there 
started out, like a French picture from 
its frame, a dark-eyed figure, dressed 
like a Marquise of Louis XIV.’s time, 
with powdered hair, sparkling with dia- 
monds. 

“ Rien que m’amuser,” he replied, with 
ready presence of mind, in the same 
tone, and then added,—“ Permit me, 
Madame, to present to you a charming 
specimen of our genuine New England 
flowers. Miss Scudder, I have the hon- 
or to present you to the acquaintance of 
Madame de Frontignac.” 

“JT am very happy,” said the lady, 
with that sweet, lisping accentuation of 
English which well became her lovely 
mouth. ‘Miss Seudder, I hope, is very 
well.” 

Mary replied in the affirmative,—her 
eyes resting the while with pleased ad- 
miration on the graceful, animated face 
and diamond-bright eyes which seemed 
looking her through. 

“ Monsieur la trouve bien séduisante 
apparemment.” said the stranger, in a 
low, rapid voice, to the gentleman, in a 
manner which showed a mingling of 
pique and admiration. 
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“ Petite jalouse! rassure-toi,’ he re- 
plied, with a look and manner into which, 
with that mobile force which was peculiar 
to him, he threw the most tender and pas- 
sionate devotion. “ Ne suis-je pas & toi 
tout & fait ?”—and as he spoke, he offer- 
ed her his other arm. “ Allow me to be 
an unworthy link between the beauty of 
France and America.” 

The lady swept a proud curtsy back- 
ward, bridled her beautiful neck, and 
signed for them to pass her. “I am 
waiting here for a friend,” she said. 

“Whatever is your will is mine,” re- 
plied Burr, bowing with proud humility, 
and passing on with Mary to the supper- 
room. 

Here the company were fast assem- 
bling, in that high tide of good-humor 
which generally sets in at this crisis of 
the evening. 

The scene, in truth, was a specimen 
of a range of society which in those 
times could have assembled no- 
where else but in Newport. There stood 
Dr. H. in the tranquil majesty of his 
lordly form, and by his side, the alert, 
compact figure of his contemporary and 
theological opponent, Dr. Stiles, who, an- 
imated by the social spirit of the hour, 
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was dispensing courtesies to right and 
left with the debonair grace of the train- 
ed gentleman of the old school. Near 
by, and engaging from time to time in 
conversation with them, stood a Jewish 
Rabbin, whose olive complexion, keen 
eye, and flowing beard gave a_pictu- 
resque and foreign grace to the scene. 
Colonel Burr, one of the most brilliant 
and distinguished men of the New Re- 
public, and Colonel de Frontignaec, who 
had won for himself laurels in the corps 
of La Fayette, during the recent revo- 
lutionary strugyle, with his brilliant, ae- 
complished wife, were all unexpected 
and distinguished additions to the cir- 
cle. 

Burr gently cleared the way for his 
fair companion, and, purposely placing 
her where the full light of the wax chan- 
deliers set off her beauty to the best ad- 
vantage, devoted himself to her with a 
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subserviency as deferential as if she had 
been a goddess. 

For all that, he was not unobseryant, 
when, a few moments after, Madame de 
Frontignac was led in, on the arm of a 
Senator, with whom she was presently 
in full flirtation. 

He observed, with a quiet, furtive 
smile, that, while she rattled and fanned 
herself, and listened with apparent at- 
tention to the flatteries addressed to her, 
she darted every now and then a glance 
keen as a steel blade towards him and his 
companion. Ife was perfectly adroit in 
playing off one woman against another, 
and it struck him with a pleasatit sense 
of oddity, how perfectly unconscious his 
sweet and saintly neighbor was of the 
position in which she was supposed to 
stand by her rival; and poor Mary, all 
this while, in her simplicity, really thought 
that she had seen traces of what she 
would have called the “ strivings of the 
spirit” in his soul. Alas! that a phrase 
weighed down with such mysterious truth 
and meaning should ever come to fall on 
the ear as mere empty cant ! 

With Mary it was a living form, — 
as were all her words; for in nothing 
was the Puritan education more marked 
than in the earnest reality and truthfal- 
ness which it gave to language ; and even 
now, as she stands by his side, her large 
blue eye is occasionally fixed in dreamy 
reverie as she thinks what a triumph of 
Divine grace it would be, if these inward 
movings of her companion’s mind should 
lead him, as all the pious of New Eng- 
land hoped, to follow in the footsteps 
of President Edwards, and forms wishes 
that she could see him some time when 
she could talk to him undisturbed. 

She was too humble and too modest 
fully to accept the delicious flattery which 
he had breathed, in implying that her 
hand had had power to unseal the foun- 
tains of good in his soul ; but still it thrill- 
ed through all the sensitive strings of her 
nature a tremulous flutter of suggestion. 

She had read instances of striking and 
wonderful conversions from words drop- 
ped by children and women,—and sup- 
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pose some such thing should happen to 
her! and that this so charming and dis- 
tinguished and powerful being should be 
called into the fold of Christ’s Church 
by her means! No! it was too much to 
be hoped,—but the very possibility was 
thrilling. 

When, after supper, Mrs. Scudder and 
the Doctor made their adieus, Burr’s de- 
votion was still unabated. With an en- 
chanting mixture of reverence and fa- 
therly protection, he waited on her to 
the last,—shawled her with delicate care, 
and handed her into the small, one-horse 
wagon,—as if it had been the coach of a 
duchess. 

“T have pleasant recollections con- 
nected with this kind of establishment,” 
he said, as, after looking carefully at the 
harness, he passed the reins into Mrs. 
Sendder’s hands. “It reminds me of 
school-days and old times. I hope your 
horse is quite safe, Madam.” 

“ Oh, yes,” said Mrs. Scudder, “ I per- 
fectly understand him.” 

“Pardon the suggestion,” he replied ; 
—‘ what is there that a New England 
matron does mot understand ? Doctor, 
I must call by-and-by and have a little 
talk with you, —my theology, you know, 
needs a little straightening.” 

“We should all be happy to see you, 
Colonel Burr,” said Mrs. Scudder; * we 
live in a very plain way, it is true,” 

“* But can always find place for a 
friend,—that, I trust, is what you meant 
to say,” he replied, bowing, with his own 
peculiar grace, as the carriage drove off. 

“Really, a most charming person is 
this Colonel Burr,” said Mrs. Seudder. 

“He seems a very frank, 
young person,” suid the Doctor; “one 
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cannot but mourn that the son of such 
gracious parents should be left to wander 
into infidelity.” 

* Oh, he is not an infidel,” said Ma- 
ry; “he is far from it, though I think his 
mind is a little darkened on some points.” 

“ Ah,” said the Doctor, “ have you had 
any special religious conversation with 
him ?” 

« A little,” said Mary, blushing ; “ and 
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it seems to me that his mind is perplexed 
somewhat in regard to the doings of the 
unregenerate,—I fear that it has rather 
proved a stumbling-block in his way ; 
but he showed so much feeling !—I could 
really see the tears in his eyes!” 

“TTis mother was a most godly wom- 
an, Mary,” said the Doctor. “ She was 
called from her youth, and her beautiful 
person became a temple for the indwell- 
ing of the Holy Spirit. Aaron Burr is 
a child of many prayers, and therefore 
there is hope that he may yet be effect- 
ually called. He studied awhile with 
Bellamy,” he added, musingly, “ and I 
have often doubted whether Bellamy 
took just the right course with him.” 

“JT hope he will call and talk with 
you,” said Mary, earnestly; “ what a 
blessing to the world, if such talents as 
his could become wholly conscerated !” 

“* Not many wise, not many mighty, 
not many noble are called,” said the Doe- 
tor; “yet if it would please the Lord to 
employ my instrumentality and prayers, 
how much should I rejoice! I was 
struck,” he added, “ to-night, when I saw 
those Jews present, with the thought that 
it was, as it were, a type of that last in- 
gathering, when both Jew and Gentile 
shall sit down lovingly together to the 
gospel feast. It is only by passing over 
and forgetting these present years, when 
so few are called and the gospel makes 
such slow progress, and looking unto that 
glorious time, that I find comfort. If 
the Lord but use me as a dumb step- 
ping-stone to that heavenly Jerusalem, | 
shall be content.” 

Thus they talked while the wagon jog- 
ged soberly homeward, and the frogs and 
the turtles and the distant ripple of the 
sea made a drowsy, mingling concert in 
the summer-evening air. 

Meanwhile Colonel Burr had returned 
to the lighted rooms, and it was not long 
before his quick eye espied Madame de 
Frontignae standing pensively in a win- 
dow-recess, half hid by the curtain. He 
stole softly up behind her and whispered 
something in her ear. 

In a moment she turned on him a 
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face glowing with anger, and drew back 
haughtily ; but Burr remarked the glit- 
ter of tears, not quife dried even by the 
angry flush of her eyes. 

“In what have I had the misfortune to 
offend ?” he said, crossing his arms upon 
his breast. “I stand at the bar, and 
plead, Not guilty.” 

Ile spoke in French, and she replied 
in the same smooth accents,— 

“Tt was not for her to dispute Mon- 
sieur’s right to amuse himself.” 

Burr drew nearer, and spoke in those 
persuasive, pleading tones which he had 
ever at command, and in that language 
whose very structure in its delicate tutoi- 
ment gives such opportunity for gliding 
on through shade after shade of intimacy 
and tenderness, till gradually the haugh- 
ty fire of the eyes was quenched in tears, 
and, in the sudden revulsion of a strong, 
impulsive nature, she said what she called 
words of friendship, but which carried 
with them all the warmth of that sacred 
fire which is given to woman to light and 
warm the temple of home, and which 
sears and scars when kindled for any 
other shrine. 

And yet this woman was the wife of 
his friend and associate ! » 

Colonel de Frontignac was a grave 
and dignified man of forty-five.  Vir- 
ginie de Frontignac had been given him 
‘to wife when but cighteen,—a beautiful, 
‘generous, impulsive, wilful girl. She had 
saccepted him gladly, for very substantial 
First, that she might come out 
of the convent where she was kept for 
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the very purpose of educating her in ig- 
norance of the world she was to live 
in. Second, that she might wear velvet, 
lace, cashmere, and jewels. Third, that 
she might be a Madame, free to go 
and come, ride, walk, and talk, without 
surveillance. Fourth,—and consequent 
upon this,—that she might go into com- 
pany and have admirers and adorers. 
She supposed, of course, that she lov- 
‘ed her husband ;— whom else should she 
love? He was the only man, except her 
father and brothers, that she had ever 
‘known ;and in the fortnight that preceded 
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their marriage did he not send her the 
most splendid bons-bons every day, with 
bouquets of every pattern that ever taxed 
the brain of a Parisian artiste ?—was not 
the corbeille de mariage a wonder and an 
envy to all her acquaintance ?—and after 
marriage had she not found him always a 
steady, indulgent friend, easy to be coax- 
ed as any grave papa ? 

On his part, Monsieur de Frontignac 
cherished his young wife as a beautiful, 
though somewhat absurd little pet, and 
amused himself with her frolics and gam- 
bols, as the gravest person often will with 
those of a kitten. 

It was not until she knew Aaron Burr 
that poor Virginie de Frontignac came 
to that great awakening of her being 
which teaches woman what she is, and 
transforms her from a careless child to a 
deep-hearted, thinking, suffering human 
being. 

For the first time, in his society she be- 
came aware of the charm of a polished 
and cultivated mind, able with exquisite 
tact to adapt itself to hers, to draw forth 
her inquiries, to excite her tastes, to stim- 
ulate her observation. A new world 
awoke around her,—the world of litera- 
ture and taste, of art and of sentiment; 
she felt, somehow, as if she had gained 
the growth of years in afew months. She 
felt within herself the stirring of dim as- 
piration, the uprising of a new power of 
selfdevotion and self-sacrifice, a trance 
of hero-worship, a cloud of high ideal im- 
ages,—the lighting up, in short, of all that 
God has laid, ready to be enkindled, in a 
woman's nature, when the time comes to 
sanctify her as the pure priestess of a do- 
mestic temple. But, alas! it was kindled 
by one who did it only for an experiment, 
because he felt an artistic pleasure in the 
beautiful light and heat, and cared not, 
though it burned a soul away. 

Burr was one of those men willing to 
play with any charming woman the game 
of those navigators who give to simple na- 
tives glass beads and feathers in return 
for gold and diamonds.— to accept from 
a woman her heart’s blood in return for 
such odds and ends and clippings as he 


1859.] 


can afford her from the serious ambition 
of life. 

Look in with us one moment, now that 
the party is over, and the busy hum of 
voices and blaze of lights has died down 
to midnight silence and darkness; we 
make you clairvoyant, and you may look 
through the walls of this stately old man- 
sion, still known as that where Rocham- 
beau held his head-quarters, into this 
room, where two wax candles are burn- 
ing on a toilette table, before an old-fash- 
ioned mirror. The slumberous folds of 
the curtains are drawn with stately gloom 
around a high bed, where Colonel de 
Frontignae has been for many hours 
quietly asleep; but opposite, resting with 
one elbow on the toilette table, her long 
black hair hanging down over her night- 
dress, and the brush lying listlessly in her 
hand, sits Virginie, looking fixedly into 
the dreamy depths of the mirror. 

Scarcely twenty yet, all unwarned of 
the world of power and “passion that lay 
slumbering in her girl’s heart, led in the 
meshes of custom and society to utter 
vows and take responsibilities of whose 
nature she was no more apprised than is 
a slumbering babe, and now at. last fully 
awake, feeling the whole power of that 
mysterious and awful foree which we call 
love, yet shuddering to call it by its name, 
but by its light beginning to understand 
all she is capable of, and all that marriage 
should have been to her! She struggles 
feebly and confusedly with her fate, still 
clinging to the name of duty, and baptiz- 
ing as friendship this strange new feeling 
which makes her tremble through all her 
being. How can she dream of danger in 
such a feeling, when it seems to her the 
awakening of all that is highest and no- 
blest within her? She remembers when 
she thought of nothing beyond an opera- 
ticket or a new dress; and now she feels 
that there might be to her a friend for 
whose sake she would try to be noble and 
great and good,— for whom all selfde- 
nial, all high endeavor, all difficult virtue 
would become possible, —who would be 
to her life, inspiration, order, beauty. 

She sees him as woman always sees 
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the man she loves,—noble, great, and 
good ;—for when did a loving woman 
ever believe a man otherwise ?—too no- 
ble, too great, too high, too good, she 
thinks, for her,— poor, trivial, ignorant 
coquette, — poor, childish, trifling Vir- 
ginie! Has he not commanded armies ? 
she thinks,—is he not eloquent in the 
senate ? and yet, what interest he has 
taken in her, a poor, unformed, ignorant 
creature !—she never tried to improve 
herself till since she knew him. And he 
is so considerate, too,—so respectfil, so 
thoughtful and kind, so manly and hon- 
orable, and has such a tender friendship 
for her, such a brotherly and fatherly so- 
licitude | and yet, if she is haughty or 
imperious or severe, how humbled and 
grieved he looks! How strange that she 
could have power over such a man! 

It is one of the saddest truths of this 
sad mystery of life, that woman is, often, 
never so much an angel as just the mo- 
ment before she falls into an unsounded 
depth of perdition. And what shall we 
say of the man who leads her on as an 
experiment,— who amuses himself with 
taking woman after woman up these daz- 
zling, delusive heights, knowing, as he 
certainly must, where they lead ? 

We have been told, in extenuation of 
the course of Aaron Burr, that he was 
not a man of gross passions or of coarse 
indulgence, but, in the most consummate 
and refined sense, a man of gallantry. 
This, then, is the descriptive name which 
polite society has invented for the man 
who does this thing! 

Of old, it was thought that one who 
administered poison in the sacramental 
bread and wine had touched the very 
height of impious sacrilege ; but this crime 
is white, by the side of his who poisons 
God's eternal sacrament of love and de- 
stroys a woman's soul through her noblest 
and purest affections. 

We have given you the after-view of 
most of the actors of our little scene to- 
night, and therefore it is but fair that 
you should have a peep over the Col- 
onel’s shoulder, as he sums up the even- 
ing in a letter to a friend. 
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“My DEAR 

“As to the business, it gets on rather 
slowly. L and S+— are away, and 
the coalition cannot be formed without 
them; they set out a week ago from Phil- 


adelphia, and are yet on the road. 

“Meanwhile, we have some provi- 
dential alleviations,— as, for example, 
a wedding-party to-night, at the Wileox- 
es’, Which was really quite an affair. I 
saw the prettiest little Puritan there that 
I have set eyes on for many a day. I 
really couldn't help getting up a flirta- 
tion with her, although it was much like 
flirting with a small copy of the ‘ Assem- 
bly’s Catechism,’ —of which last I had 
enough years ago, Heaven knows. 

“But, really, such a naive, earnest lit- 
tle saint, who has such real deadly belief, 
and opens such pitying blue eyes on one, 
is quite a stimulating novelty. I got my- 
self well scolded by the fair Madame, (as 
angels scold.) and had to plead like a 
Jawyer to make my peace ;—after all, 
that woman really enchains me. Don’t 
shake your head wisely,— What’s going 
to be the end of it?’ I’m sure I don't 
know: we'll sce, when the time comes. 

“* Meanwhile, push the business ahead 
with all your mieht. I shall not be idle. 
D must canvass the Senate thor- 
oughly. I wish I could be in two places 
at once,—I would do it myself. Aw re- 


voir. 
“* Ever yours, 
PGi.” 


CHAPTER XY. 


* Axp now, Mary,” said Mrs. Scudder, 
at five o'clock the next morning, * to-day, 
you know, is the Doctor's fast ; so we won't 
get any regular dinner, and it will be a 
good time to do up all our little odd jobs. 
Miss Prissy promised to come in for two 
or three hours this morning, to alter the 
waist of that black silk ; and I shouldn't 
be surprised if we should get it all done 
and ready to wear by Sunday.” 

We will remark, by way of explana- 
tion to a part of this conversation, that 
our Doctor, who was a specimen of life 
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in earnest, made a practice, through the 
greater part of his pulpit course, of spend- 
ing every Saturday as a day of fasting 
and retirement, in preparation for the 
duties of the Sabbath. 

Accordingly, the early breakfast things 
sooner disposed of than Miss 
“s quick footsteps might have been 


were no 


heard pattering in the kitchen. 

“Well, Miss Seudder, how do you do 
this morning ? and how do you do, Mary ? 
Well, if you a’n’t the beaters! up just 
as carly as ever, and everything cleared 
away! I was telling Miss Wilcox there 
didn’t ever seem to be anything done in 
Miss Scudder’s kitchen, and I did verily 
believe you made your beds before you 
got up in the morning. 

* Well, well, wasn’t that a party last 
night ?” she said, as she sat down with 
the black silk and prepared her rippine- 
knife. —“ 1 must rip this myself, Miss 
Scudder; for there’s a great deal in rip- 
ping silk so as not to let anybody know 
where it has been sewed.—You didn’t 
know that I was at the party, did you? 
Well, I was. You see, 1 thought I'd just 
step round there, to see about that money 
to get the Doctor's shirt with, and there 
T found Miss Wilcox with so many things 
on her mind, and says she, ‘ Miss Prissy, 
you don’t know how much it would help 
me if I had somebody like you just to 
look after things a little here.” And says 
T, ‘Miss Wilcox, you just go right to your 
room and dress, and don’t you give your- 
self one minute’s thought about anything, 
and you see if I don’t have everything 
just right.” And so, there I was, in for 
it; and I just staid through, and it was 
well I did—tor Dinah, she wouldn’t have 
put near enough ege into the coffee, if’ it 
hadn't been for me; why, I just went and 
beat up four eges with my own hands and 
stirred ‘em into the grounds. 

“ Well,— but, really, wasn’t I behind 
the door, and didn’t I peep into the sup- 
per-room ?  T saw who was a-waitin’ on 
Miss Mary. Well, they do say he’s the 
handsomest, most fascinating man. Why, 
they say all the ladies in Philadelphia 
are in a perfect quarrel about him; and 
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I heard he said he had’nt seen such a 
beauty he didn’t remember when.” 

“ We all know that beauty is of small 
consequence,” said Mrs. Scudder. “T 
hope Mary has been brought up to feel 
that.” 

“ Oh, of course,” said Miss Prissy, “ it’s 
just like a fading flower; all is to be good 
and usetul—and that’s what she is. I 
told ‘em that her beauty was the least 
part of her; though I must say, that 
dress did fit like a biscuit,—if ’twas my 
own fitting. 

* But, Miss Seudder, what do you think 
T heard ’em saying about the good Doc- 
tor?” 

“T'm sure I don’t know,” said Mrs. 
Seudder; “TI only know they couldn't 
say anything bad.” 

“* Well, not bad exactly,” said Miss 
Prissy,—* but they say he’s getting such 
Why, I 
heard some of ‘em say, he’s going to 
come out and preach against the slave- 
trade; and I'm sure I don’t know what 
Newport folks will do, if that's wicked. 
There an’t hardly any money here that’s 


strange notions in his head. 


made any other way; and I hope the 
Doctor a’n’t a-going to do anything of 
that sort.” 

“T believe he is,” said Mrs. Seudder; 
“he thinks it’s a great sin, that ought to 
be rebuked ;—and I think so too,” she 
added, bracing herself resolutely ; “ that 
was Mr. Scudder’s opinion when I first 
married him, and it’s mine.” 

* Oh,—ah,—yes,—well,—if it’s a sin, 
of course,” said Miss Prissy ; “ but then— 
dear me !—it don’t seem as if it could be. 
Why, just think how many great houses 
are living on it;—why, there’s Gener- 
al Wilcox himself, and he’s a very nice 
man; and then there’s Major Seaforth ; 
why, I could count you off a dozen,—all 
our very first people. Why, Doctor Stiles 
doesn’t think so, and Pm sure he’s a good 
Christian. Doctor Stiles thinks it’s a dis- 
pensation tor giving the light of the gos- 
pel to the Africans. Why, now I’m sure. 
when [ was a-workin’ at Deacon Stebbins’, 


T stopped over Sunday once ‘cause Miss 
Stebbins she was weakly—twas when 
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she was getting up, afier Samuel was 
born,—no, on the whole, I believe it was 
Nehemiah,—but, any way, I remember I 
staid there, and I remember, as plain as 
if ‘twas yesterday, just after breakfast, 
how a man went driving by in a chaise, 
and the Deacon he went out and stopped 
him (‘eause you know he was justice of 
the peace) for travelling on the Lord’s 
day, and who should it be but Tom Sea- 
forth ?—he told the Deacon his father 
had got a ship-load of negroes just come 
in,—and the Deacon he just let him 
go; “cause I remember he said that was 
a plain work of necessity and mercy.* 
Well, now who would ‘w thought it? I 
believe the Doctor is better than most 
folks, but then the best people may be 
mistaken, you know.” 

“The Doctor has made up his mind 
that its his duty,” said Mrs. Scudder. 
“Tm afraid it will make him very un- 
popular; but J, for one, shall stand by 
him.” 

* Oh, certainly, Miss Scudder, you are 
Well, there’s 
one comfort, he'll have a great crowd to 


doing just right exactly. 


hear him preach; ‘cause, as I was going 
round through the entries last night, I 
heard ’em talking about it—and Colonel 
Burr said he should be there, and so did 
the General, and so did Mr. What’s-his- 


name there, that Senator from Phila- 
delphia. I tell you, you'll have a full 
house.” 


Tt was to be confessed that Mrs. Seud- 
der’s heart rather sunk than otherwise at 
this announcement; and those who have 
felt what it is to stand almost alone in the 
right, in the face of all the first families 
of their acquaintance, may perhaps find 
some compassion for her,—since, atier 
all, truth is invisible, but “ first families ” 
are very evident. First families are often 
very agreeable, undeniably respectable, 
fearfully virtuous, and it takes great faith 
to resist an evil principle which incar- 
nates itself in the suavities of their breed- 
ing and amiability ; and therefore it was 
that Mrs. Scudder felt her heart heavy 
within her, and could with a very good 

* A fuct. 
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grace have joined in the Doctor's Satur- 
day fast. 

As for the Doctor, he sat the while 
tranquil in his study, with his great Bible 
and his Concordance open before him, 
culling, with that patient assiduity for 
which he was remarkable, all the terri- 
ble texts which that very unceremonious 
and old-fashioned book rains down so 
unsparingly on the sin of oppressing the 
weak. 

First families, whether in Newport or 
elsewhere, were as invisible to him as 
they were to Moses during the forty 
days that he spent with God on the 
mount; he was merely thinking of his 
message,—thinking only how he should 
shape it, so as not to leave one word of 
it unsaid,—not even imagining in the 
least what the result of to be. 
He was but a voive, but an instrument, 
—the passive instrument through which 
an almighty will was to reveal itself; and 


it was 


of his faith made 
him as dead to all human considerations 
as if he had been a portion of the im- 
mutable laws of Nature herself. 

So, the next morning, although all his 
friends trembled for him when he rose 


the sublime fatalism 


in the pulpit, he never thought of trem- 
bling for himself; he had come in the 
covered way of silence trom the secret 
place of the Most High, and felt himself 
still abiding under the shadow of the 
Almighty. It was alike to him, whether 
the house was full or empty,—whoever 
were decreed to hear the message would 
be there; whether they would hear or 
forbear was already settled in the coun- 
sels of a mightier will than his,—he had 
the simple duty of utterance. 

The ruinous old meeting-house was 
never so radiant with station and gen- 
tility as on that morning. A June sun 
shone brightly ; the sea sparkled with a 
thousand little eyes; the birds sane all 
alone the way; and all the notables 
turned out to hear the Doctor. Mrs. 
Scudder received into her pew, with dig- 
nified politeness, Colonel Burr and Colo- 
nel and Madame de Frontignac. Gen- 
eral Wilcox and his portly dame, Major 
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Seaforth, and we know not what of Ver- 
nons and De Wolfs, and other grand old 
names, were represented there ; stiff silks 
rustled, Chinese fans fluttered, and the last 
court fashions stood revealed in bonnets. 
Everybody was looking fresh and ami- 
able,—a charming and respectable set of 
sinners, come to hear what the Doctor 
would find to tell them about their trans- 
gressions. 
conse- 
quences; and, shutting her eyes on the 


Mrs. Scudder was calculating 


too evident world about her, prayed that 
the Lord would overrule all for good. 
The Doctor prayed that he might have 
grace to speak the truth, and the whole 
truth. We have yet on record, in his 
published works, the great argument of 
that day, through which he moved with 
that calm appeal to the reason which 
made his results always so weighty. 
“If these things be true,” he said, af- 
ter a condensed statement of the facts 
of the case, “ then the following terrible 
consequences, which may well make all 
shudder and tremble who realize them, 
force themselves upon us, namely: that 
all who have had any hand in this ini- 
quitous business, whether directly or in- 
directly, or have used their influence to 
promote it, or have consented to it, or 
eyen connived at it, or have not opposed 
it by all proper exertions of which they 
are capable,—all these are, in a greater 
or less degree, chargeable with the inju- 
ries and miseries which millions have 
suffered and are suffering, and are guil- 
ty of the blood of millions who have lost 
their lives by this traffic in the human 


species. Not only the merchants who 
have been engaged in this trade, and 


the captains who have been tempted by 
the love of money to engage in_ this 
eruel work, and the slave-holders of ev- 
ery description, are guilty of shedding 
rivers of blood, but all the legislatures 
who have authorized, encouraged, or 
even neglected to suppress it to the 
utmost of their power, and all the in- 
dividuals in private stations who have 
in any way aided in this business, con- 
sented to it, or have not opposed it to 
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the utmost of their ability, have a share 
in this guilt. 

“ This trade in the human species has 
been the first wheel of commerce in 
Newport, on which every other move- 
ment in business has chiefly depended ; 
this town has been built up, and flour- 
ished in times past, at the expense of 
the blood, the liberty, and the happiness 
of the poor Africans; and the inhabi- 
tants have lived on this, and by it have 
gotten most of their wealth and riches. 
If a bitter woe is pronounced on him 
‘that buildeth his house by unrighteous- 
ness and his chambers by wrong,’ Jer. 
xxii. 13,—to him ‘that buildeth a town 
with blood, and stablisheth a city by ini- 
quity, Hab. ii, 12,—to ‘the bloody 
city,” Ezek. xxiv. 6,— what a heavy, 
dreadful woe hangs over the heads of 
all those whose hands are defiled by 
the blood of the Africans, especially 
the inhabitants of this State and this 
town, who have had a distinguished 
share in this unrighteous and bloody 
commerce |” 

He went over the recent history of 
the country, expatiated on the national 
declaration so lately made, that all men 
are born equally free and independent 
and have natural and inalienable rights 
to liberty, and asked with what face a 
nation declaring such things could con- 
tinue to hold thousands of their fellow- 
men in abject slavery. He pointed out 
signs of national disaster which fore- 
boded the wrath of Heaven,—the in- 
crease of public and private debts, the 
spirit of murmuring and jealousy of 
rulers among the people, divisions and 
contentions and bitter party alienations, 
the jealous irritation of England con- 
stantly endeavoring to hamper our trade, 
the Indians making war on the frontiers, 
the Algerines taking captive our ships 
and making slaves of our citizens,—all 
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evident tokens of the displeasure and 
impending judgment of an offended Jus- 
tice. 

The sermon rolled over the heads of 
the gay audience, deep and dark as a 
thunder-cloud, which in a few moments 
changes a summer sky into heaviest 
gloom. Gradually an expression of in- 
tense interest and deep concern spread 
over the listeners; it was the magnetism 
of a strong mind, which held them for a 
time under the shadow of his own awtul 
sense of God’s almighty justice. 

It is said that a little child once de- 
scribed his appearance in the pulpit by 
saying, “I saw God there, and I was 
afraid.” 

Something of the same effect was pro- 
duced on his audience now; and it was 
not till after sermon, prayer, and bene- 
diction were all over, that the respecta- 
bles of Newport began gradually to un- 
stiffen themselves from the spell, and to 
look into each other's eyes for comfort, 
and to reassure themselves that after all 
they were the first families, and going on 
the way the world had always gone, and 
that the Doctor, of course, was a radical 
and a fanatic. 

When the audience streamed out, 
crowding the broad aisle, Mary descend- 
ed from the singers, and stood with her 
psalm-book in hand, waiting at the door 
to be joined by her mother and the Doc- 
tor. She overheard many hard words 
from people who, an evening or @wo 
before, had smiled so graciously upon 
them. It was therefore with no little 
determination of manner that she ad- 
vanced and took the Doctor's arm, as 
if anxious to associate herself with his 
well-earned unpopularity,— and just at 
this moment she caught the eye and 
smile of Colonel Burr, as he bowed 
gracefully, yet not without a suggestion 
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THE PROFESSOR AT THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 


WHAT HE SAID, WHAT HE HEARD, AND WHAT HE SAW. 


You don't look so dreadful poor in the 
face as you did a while back. Bloated 
sone, I expect. 

This was the cheerful and encouraging 
remark with which the Poor Relation 
greeted the divinity-student one morn- 
ing. 

Of course every good man considers 
it a great sacrifice on his part to con- 
tinue living in this transitory, unsat- 
isfactory, and particularly unpleasant 
world. This is so much a matter of 
course, that I was surprised to see the 
divinity-student change color. Te took 
a look at a small and uncertain-minded 
glass which hung slanting forward over 
the chapped sideboard. The image it 
returned to him had the color of a very 
young pea somewhat over-boiled. The 
scenery of a long tragie drama flashed 
through his mind as the lightning-express- 
train whishes by a station: the gradual 
dismantling process of disease; friends 
looking on, sympathetic, but secretly 
chuckling over their own stomachs of 
iron and lungs of caoutchouc ; nurses 
attentive, but calculating their crop, and 
thinking how soon it will be ripe, so that 
they can go to your neighbor, who is cood 
forgt year or so longer; doctors assidu- 
ous, but giving themselves a mental shake, 
as they go out of your door, that throws 
off your particular grief as a duck sheds 
a rain-drop from his oily feathers ; under- 
takers solemn, but happy; then the great 
subsoil cultivator, who plants, but never 
looks for fruit in his garden; then the 
stone-cutter, who finds the lie that has 
been waiting for you on a slab ever since 
the birds or beasts made their tracks on 
the new red sandstone; then the grass 
and the dandelions and the buttereups, 
—Karth saying to the mortal body, with 
her sweet symbolism, ** You have scarred 
my bosom, but you are forgiven”; then 
a glimpse of the soul as a floating con- 


sciousness without very definite form or 
place, but dimly conceived of as an up- 
right column of vapor or mist several 
times larger than life-size, so far as it 
could be said to have any size at all, 
wandering about and living a thin and 
half-awake life for want of good old-fash- 
ioned solid mater to come down upon 
with foot and fist—in fact, having nei- 
ther foot nor fist, nor conveniences for 
taking the sitting posture. 

And yet the divinity-student was a 
good Christian, and those heathen im- 
ages which remind one of the childlike 
fancies of the dying Adrian were only 
the efforts of his imagination to give 
shape to the formless and position to 
the placeless. Neither did his thoughts 
spread themselves out and link them- 
selves as I have displayed them. They 
came confusedly into his mind like a 
heap of broken mosaics,—sometimes a 
part of the picture complete in itself, 
sometimes fragments, and 
sometimes only single severed stones. 

They did not diffuse a light of ce- 
On 
the contrary, the Poor Relation’s remark 
turned him pale, as I have said; and 
when the terrible wrinkled and jaundiced 
looking-glass turned him green in ad- 
dition, and he saw himself’ in it, it seem- 
ed to him as if it were all settled, and his 
book of life were to be shut not yet half 
read, and go back to the dust of the un- 
der-ground archives. He coughed a mild 
short cough, as if to point the direction in 
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lestial joy over his countenance. 


which his downward path was tending. 
Tt was an honest little cough enough, so 
far as appearances went. But coughs are 
ungrateful things. You find one out in 
the cold, take it up and nurse it and 
make everything of it, dress it up warm, 
give it all sorts of balsams and other food 
it likes, and earry it round in your bosom 
as if it were a miniature lapdog. And by- 
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and-by its little bark grows sharp and 
savage, and — confound the thing !—you 
find it is a wolf’s whelp that you have 
got there, and he is gnawing in the breast 
where he has been nestling so long.— 
The Poor Relation said that somebody's 
surrup was good for folks that were get- 
tin’ into a bad way. The landlady had 
heard of desperate cases cured by cherry- 
pictorial. 

Whiskey’s the fellah, — said the young 
man John.—Make it into punch, cold at 
dinner-time ’n’ hot at bed-time. I'll come 
up ’n’ show you how to mix it. Ilaven’t 
any of you seen the wonderful fat man 
exhibitin’ down in Hanover Street ? 

Master Benjamin Franklin rushed into 
the dialogue with a breezy exclamation, 
that he had seen a great picter outside 
of the place where the fat man was 
exhibitin’. Tried to get in at half-price, 
but the man at the door looked at his 
teeth and said he was more’n ten year 
old. 

It isn’t two years—said the young man 
John,—since that fat fellah was exhib- 
itin’ here as the Livin’ Skeleton. Whis- 
key—that’s what did it,—real Burbon’s 
the stuff. Tot water, sugar, ‘n’ jest a 
little shavin’ of lemon-skin in it,—shkin, 
mind you, none o’ your juice; take it 
olf thin,—shape of one of them flat curls 
the factory-girls wear on the sides of 
their foreheads. 

But I am a teetotaller,—said the di- 
vinity-student, in a subdued tone ;—not 
noticing the enormous length of the bow- 
string the young fellow had just drawn. 

He took up his hat and went out. 

I think you have worried that young 
man more than you meant—lI said.—I 
don’t believe he will jump off of one of 
the bridges, for he has too much princi- 
ple; but I mean to follow him and see 
where he goes, for he looks as if his 
mind were made up to something. 

I followed him at a reasonable dis- 
tance. He walked doggedly along, look- 
ing neither to the right nor the left, turn- 
ed into State Street, and made for a well- 
known Luckily, 
the doctor was there and overhauled him 
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on the spot. There was nothing the mat- 
ter with him, he said, and he could have 
his life insured as a sound one. Te came 
out in good spirits, and told me this soon 
atter. 


This led me to make some remarks the 
next morning on the manners of well-bred 
and ill-bred people. 

I began,—The whole essence of true 
gentle-breeding (one does not like to say 
gentility) lies in the wish and the art to 
be agreeable. Good-breeding is suijuce- 
Christianity. Every look, movement, 
tone, expression, subject of discourse, that 
may give pain to another is habitually 
excluded from conversational intercourse. 
This is the reason why rich people are 
apt to be so much more agreeable than 
others. 

—I thought you were a great cham- 
pion of equality,—said the discreet and 
severe lady who had accompanied our 
young friend, the Latin Tutor’s daughter. 

I go politically for equality,—I said,— 
and socially for the quality. 

Who are the * quality,”— said the 
Model, ete.,—in a community like ours ? 

I confess I find this question a little 
diflicult to answer,— I said.— Nothing 
is better known than the distinction of 
social ranks which exists in every com- 
munity, and nothing is harder to define. 
The great gentlemen and ladies of a place 
are its real lords and masters and mis- 
tresses; they are the quality, whether in 
a monarchy or a republic; mayors and 
governors and generals and senators and 
ex-presidents are nothing to them. How 
well we know this, and how seldom it 
finds a distinct expression! Now I tell 
you truly, I believe in man as man, 
and I disbelieve in all distinctions except 
such as follow the natural lines of cleay- 
age in a society which has crystallized 
according to its own true laws. But the 
essence of equality is to be able to say 
the truth; and there is nothing more 
curious than these truths relating to the 
stratification of’ society. 

Of all the facts in this world that do 
not take hold of immortality, there is not 


762 


one so intensely real, permanent, and en- 
grossing as this of social position—as you 
see by the circumstance that the core of 
all the great social orders the world has 
seen has been, and is still, for the most 
part, a privileged class of gentlemen and 
ladies arranged in a regular scale of pre- 
cedence among themselves, but superior 
as a body to all else. 

Nothing but an ideal Christian equal- 
ity, which we have been getting farther 
away from since the days of the Primi- 
tive Church, can prevent this subdivision 
of society into classes from taking place 
every where,—in the great centres of our 
republic as much as in old European 
monarchies. Only there position is more 
absolutely hereditary, — here it is more 
completely elective. 

—Where is the election held? and 
what are the qualifications ? and who are 
the electors ?—said the Model. 

Nobody ever sees when the vote is 
taken; there neyer is a formal vote. 
The women settle it mostly ; and they 
know wonderfully well what is present- 
able, and what can’t stand the blaze of 
the chandeliers and the critical eye and 
ear of people trained to know a staring 
shade in a ribbon, a false light in a jewel, 
an ill-bred tone, an angular movement, 
everything that betrays a coarse fibre 
and cheap training. As a general thing, 
you do not get elegance short of two or 
three removes from the soil, out of which 
our best blood doubtless comes,— quite 
as good, no doubt, as if it came from 
those old prize-fighters with iron pots 
on their heads, to whom some great peo- 
ple are so fond of tracing their descent 
through a line of small artisans and pet- 
ty shopkeepers whose veins have held 
base fluid enough to fill the Cloaca Max- 
ima ! 

Does not money go everywhere ?— 
said the Model. 

Almost. And with good reason. For 
though there are numerous exceptions, 
rich people are, as I said, commonly 
altogether the most agreeable compan- 
ions. The influence of a fine house, 
graceful furniture, good libraries, well- 
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ordered tables, trim servants, and, above 
all, a position so secure that one becomes 
unconscious of it, gives a harmony and 
refinement to the character and man- 
ners which we feel, even if we cannot 
explain their charm. Yet we can get 
at the reason of it by thinking a little. 

All these appliances are to shield 
the sensibility from disagreeable contacts, 
and to soothe it by varied natural and 
artificial influences. In this way the 
mind, the taste, the feelings, grow deli- 
cate, just as the hands grow white and 
soft when saved from toil and incased 
in soft gloves. The whole nature be- 
comes subdued into suavity. I confess 
I like the quality-ladies better than the 
common kind even of literary ones. 
They haven't read the last book, per- 
haps, but they attend better to you when 
you are talking to them. If they are 
neyer learned, they make up for it in 
tact and elegance. Besides, I think, 
on the whole, there is less selfassertion 
in diamonds than in doemas. I don’t 
know where you will find a sweeter por- 
trait of humility than in Esther, the poor 
play-girl of King Ahasuerus ; yet Esther 
put on her royal apparel when she went 
I have no doubt she 
was a more gracious and agreeable per- 
son than Deborah, who judged the peo- 
The 
wisest woman you talk with is ignorant 
of something that you know, but an 


before her lord. 


ple and wrote the story of Sisera. 


elegant woman never forgets her ele- 
gauce. 

Dowdyism is clearly an expression of 
imperfect vitality. The highest fashion 
is intensely alive, 
to the truest and best thines, bué with 
its blood tingling, as it were, in all its ex- 
tremities and to the farthest point of its 
surface, so that the feather in its bonnet 


not alive necessarily 


is as fresh as the crest of a fighting-cock, 
and the rosette on its slipper as clean-cut 
and pimpant (pronounce it English fash- 
ion,— it is a good word) as a dahlia. 
As a general rule, that society where flat- 
tery isacted is much more agreeable than 
that where it is spoken. Don’t you see 
why? Attention and deference don’t 
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require you to make fine speeches ex- 
pressing your sense of unworthiness (lies) 
and returning all the compliments paid 
you. This is one reason. 

—A woman of sense ought to be 
above flattering any man,,— said the 
Model. 

[My reflection. Oh! oh! no wonder 
you didn’t get married. Served you 
right.] I/y remark. Surely, Madam,— 
if you mean by flattery telling people 
boldly to their faces that they are this 
or that, which they are not. But a 
woman who does not carry a halo of 
good fecling and desire to make every- 
body contented about with her wherev- 
er she goes,—an atmosphere of grace, 
and peace, of at least six feet 
which wraps every human be- 


mercy, 
radius, 
ing upon whom she voluntarily bestows 
her presence, and so flatters him with 
the comfortable thought that she is rath- 
er glad he is alive than otherwise, isn’t 
worth the trouble of talking to, as @ wom- 
an; she may do well enough to hold dis- 
cussions with. 

I don’t think the Model exactly 
liked this. She said,—a little spitefully, 
I thought—that a sensible man might 
stand a little praise, but would of course 
soon get sick of it, if he were in the habit 


of getting much. 

Oh, yes,—TI_ replied,—just as men 
get sick of tobacco. It is notorious how 
apt they are to get tired of that vegeta- 
ble. 

——That’s so!—said the young fellow 
John.—lI've got tired of my cigars and 
burnt ‘em all up. 

I am heartily glad to hear it,—said 
the Model.—I wish they were all dis- 
posed of in the same way. 

So do I,—said the young fellow John. 

Can’t you get your friends to unite 
with you in committing those odious in- 
struments of debauchery to the flames in 
which you have consumed your own ? 

I wish I could,—said the young fellow 
John. 

It would be a noble sacrifice, —said 
the Model,—and every American wom- 
an would be grateful to you. Let us 
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burn them all in a heap out in the 
yard. 

That a’n’t my way,—said the young 
fellow John;—I burn ’em one ’t’ time, 
—little end in my mouth and big end 
outside. 

I watched for the effect of this 
sudden change of programme, when it 
should reach the calm stillness of the 
Model's interior apprehension, as a boy 
watches for the splash of a stone which 
he has dropped into a well. But betore 
it had fairly reached the water, poor Iris, 
who had followed the conversation with a 


certain interest until it turned this sharp 
corner, (for she seems rather to fancy 
the young fellow John,) laughed out such 
a clear, loud laugh, that it started us all 
off, as the loeust-cry of some full-throated 
soprano drags a multitudinous chorus af 
ter it. It was plain that some dam or 
other had broken in the soul of this 
young girl, and she was squaring up old 
scores of laughter, out of which she had 
been cheated, with a grand flood of mer- 
riment that swept all before it. So we 
had a great laugh all round, in which the 
Model—who, if she had as many virtues 
as there are spokes to a wheel, all com- 
pacted with a personality as round and 
complete as its tire, yet wanted that one 
little addition of grace, which seems so 
small, and is as important as the linch- 
pin in trundling over the rough ways of 
life—had not the tact to join. She seem- 
ed to be “stuffy” about it, as the young 
fellow John said. In fact, I was afraid 
the joke would have cost us both our 
new lady-boarders. It had no effect, 
however, except, perhaps, to hasten the 
departure of the elder of the two, who 
could, on the whole, be spared. 

Thad meant to make this note of 
our conversation a text for a few axioms 
ov the matter of breeding. But it so hap- 
pened, that, exactly at this point of my 
record, a yery distinguished philosopher, 
whom several of our boarders and my- 
self go to hear, and whom no doubt 
many of my readers follow habitually, 
treated this matter of manners. Up to 
this point, if 1 have been so fortunate as 
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to coincide with him in opinion, and so 
unfortunate as to try to express what he 
has more felicitously said, nobody is to 
blame ; for what has been given thus far 
was all written before the lecture was de- 
livered. But what shall [do now? He 
told us it was childish to lay down rules 
for deportment,—but he could not help 
laying down a few. 

Thus,— Nothing so vulgar as to be in 
a hurry.—True, but hard of application. 
People with short legs step quickly, be- 
cause legs are pendulums, and swing 
more times in a minute the shorter they 
are. Generally a natural rhythm runs 
through the whole organization: quick 
pulse, fast breathing, hasty speech, rapid 
trains of thought, excitable temper. Szill- 
ness of person and steadiness of features 
are signal marks of good-breeding. WVul- 
gar persons can’t sit still, or, at least, they 
must work their limbs or features. 

Talking of one’s own ails and griev- 
ances.—Bad enough, but not so bad as 
insulting the person you talk with by 
remarking on his ill-looks, or appear- 
ing to notice any of his personal pecul- 
iarities. 

Apologizing—A very desperate hab- 
Apology 
is only egotism wrong side out. Nine 
times out of ten, the first thing a man’s 


it,—one that is rarely cured. 


companion knows of his shortcoming is 
from his apology. It is mighty presump- 
tuous on your part to suppose your small 
failures of’ so much consequence that you 
must make a talk about them. 

Good dressing, quiet ways, low tones 
of voice, lips that can wait, and eyes that 
do not wander,—shyness of personalities, 
except in certain intimate communions, 
—to be light in hand in conversation, to 
have ideas, but to be able to make talk, 
if necessary, without them,—to belong 
to the company you are in, and not to 
yourself,— to have nothing in your dress 
or furniture so fine that vou e# 
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Under bad manners, as under graver 
faults, lies very commonly an overesti- 
mate of our special individuality, as dis- 
tinguished from our generic humanity. 
It is just here that the very highest socie- 
ty asserts its superior breeding. Among 
truly elegant people of the highest ton, 
you will find more real equality in social 
igtercourse than in a country village. 
As nuns drop their birth-names and be- 
come Sister Margaret and Sister Mary, 
so high-bred people drop their personal 
distinctions and become brothers and sis- 
ters of conversational charity. Nor are 
fashionable people without their heroism. 
I believe there are men that have shown 
as much selfdevotion in carrying a lone 
wall-flower down to the supper-table as 
ever saint or martyr in the act that has 
canonized his name. There are Flor- 
ence Nightingales of the ballroom, whom 
nothing can hold back from their errands 
of mercy. They find out the red-handed, 
gloveless undergraduate of bucolic ante- 
cedents, as he squirms in his corner, and 
distil their soft words upon him like dew 
upon the green herb. They reach evew 
the poor relation, whose dreary appari- 
tion saddens the perfumed atmosphere of 
the sumptuous drawing-room. I have 
known one of these angels ask, of her 
own accord, that a desolate middle-aged 
man, whom nobody seemed to know, 
should be presented to her by the host- 
ess. He wore no shirt-collar,—he had 
on black gloves,—and was flourishing a 
red bandanna handkerchief! Match me 
this, ye proud children of poverty, who 
boast of your paltry sacrifices for each 
other! Virtue in humble life! What is 
that to the glorious self-renunciation of a 
As I 
saw this noble woman bending gracefully 
before the social mendicant,—the white 
billows of her beauty heaving under the 
foain of the traitorous laces that half re- 
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martyr in pearls and diamonds ? 
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I have sometimes thought, with a 
pang, of the position in which political 
chance or contrivance might hereafter 
place some one of our fellow-citizens. It 
has happened hitherto, so far as my limit- 
ed knowledge goes, that the President of 
the United States has always been what 
might be called in general terms a gen- 
But what if at some future time 
the choice of the people should fall upon 
one on whom that lofty title could not, 
by any stretch of charity, be bestowed ? 
This may happen,— how soon the fu- 
ture only knows. Think of this miserable 


tleman. 


man of coming political possibilities, —an 
unpresentable boor, sucked into oflice by 
one of those eddies in the flow of popu- 
lar sentiment which carry straws and 
chips into the publie harbor, while the 
prostrate trunks of the monarchs of the 
forest hurry down on the senseless stream 
to the gulf of political oblivion! Think 
of him, I say, and of the concentrated 
gaze of good society through its thousand 
eyes, all confluent, as it were, in one 
great burning-glass of ice that shrivels its 
wretched object in fiery torture, itself 
cold as the glacier of an unsunned cay- 
ern! No,—there will be angels of good- 
breeding then as now, to shield the vic- 
tim of free institutions from himself and 
from his torturers. I can fancy a lovely 
woman playfully withdrawing the knife 
which he would abuse by making it an 
instrument for the conveyance of food, 
—or, failing in this kind artifice, sacrifi- 
cing herself by imitating his use of that 
implement ; how much harder than to 
plunge it into her bosom, like Lucretia! 
T can see her studying his provincial dia- 
lect until she becomes the Champollion 
of New England or Western or South- 
ern barbarisms. She has learned that 
hiiow weans what; that thinkin? is the 
same thing as thinking; or she has found 
out the meaning of that extraordinary 
monosyllable, which no single-tongued 
phonographer can make legible, prevail- 
ing on the banks of the Tnudson and at 
its embouchure, and elsewhere,— what 
they say when they think they say first, 
(fe-eest,—fe as in the French /e),—or 
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that cheer means chair—or that urrita- 
tion means irritationj—and so of other 
enormities. Nothing surprises her. The 
highest breeding, you know, comes round 
to the Indian standard,—to take every- 
thing coolly,—nil admirari—it you hap- 
pen to be learned and like the Roman 
phrase for the same thing. 

If you like the company of people that 
stare at you from head to foot to see if 
there isa hole in your coat, or if you have 
not grown a little older, or if your eyes 
are not yellow with jaundice, or if your 
complexion is not a little faded, and so 
on, and then convey the fact to you, in 
the style in which the Poor Relation 
addressed the divinity-student,— go with 
them as much as you like. I hate the 
sight.of the wretches. Don’t for mercy’s 
sake think I hate them; the distinction is 
one my friend or I drew long ago. No 
matter where you find such people ; they 
are clowns. The rich woman who looks 
and talks in this way is not half so much 
a lady as her Irish servant, whose pretty 


oe 


ving your presence,” when she has to 
say something which offends her natural 
sense of good manners, has a hint in it of 
the breeding of courts, and the blood of 
old Milesian kings, which very likely runs 
in her veins,—thinned by two hundred 
years of potato, which, being an under- 
ground fruit, tends to drag down the gen- 
erations that are made of it to the earth 
from which it came, and, filling their veins 
with starch, turn them into a kind of hu- 
man vegetable. 

I say, if you like such people, go with 
them. 
cal application of the example at the be- 
ginning of this particular record, which 


But Tam going to make a practi- 


some young people who are going to 
choose professional advisers by-and-by 
may remember and thank me for. If 
you are making choice of a physician, be 
sure you get one, if possible, with a cheer- 
ful and serene countenance. A physician 
is not—at least, ought not to be—an exe- 
cutioner; and a sentence of death on his 
face is as bad as a warrant for execution 
As a general 
another 


signed by the Governor. 
rule, no man has a right to tell 
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Sir! Gentil- 
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by word or look that he is going to die. 
It may be necessary in some extreme 
cases ; but as a rule, it is the last extreme 
of impertinence which one human being 
can offer to another. “ You have killed 
me,” said a patient once to a physician 
who had rashly told him he was incurable. 
He ought to have lived six months, but 
he was dead in six weeks. If we will 
only let Nature and the God of Nature 
alone, persons will commonly learn their 
condition as early as they ought to know 
it, and not be cheated out of their natu- 
ral birthright of hope of recovery, which 
is intended to accompany sick people as 
long as life is comfortable, and is gra- 
ciously replaced by the hope of heaven, 
or at least of rest, when life has become 
a burden which the bearer is ready to let 
fall. 

Underbred people tease their sick and 
dying friends to death. ‘The chance of a 
gentleman or lady with a given. mortal 
ailment to live a certain time is as good 
again as that of the common sort of coarse 
people. As you go down the social scale, 
you reach a point at length where the 
common talk in sick rooms is of church- 
yards and se ws ry and a kind of per- 
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at a marriage ceremony, once, of two 
very excellent persons who had been at 
service, instead of, Do you take this 
man, ete.? and, Do you take this wom- 
an? how do you think the officiating 
clergyman put the questions? It was, 
Do you, Miss So and So, take this GEN- 
TLEMAN ? and, Do you, Mr. This or 
That, take this LApy?! What would 
any English duchess, ay, or the Queen 
of England herself, have thought, if the 
Archbishop of Canterbury had called her 
and her bridegroom anything but plain 
woman and man at such a time ? 

I don’t doubt the Poor Relation thought 
it was all very fine, if she happened to 
have been in the church; but if the wor- 
thy man who uttered these monstrous 
words— monstrous in such a connection 
—had known the ludicrous surprise, the 
convulsion of inward disgust and con- 
tempt, that seized upon many of the 
persons who were present—had guessed 
what a sudden flash of light it threw 
on the Dutch gilding, the pinchbeck, 
the shabby, perking pretension belong- 
ing to certain social layers,—so inher- 
ent in their whole mode of being, that 
the holiest oflices 


oli 


of religion cannot ex- 


tifa po UREN Any 


upon the person of the miserable ecw 
er. 

And so, in choosing your clergyman, 
other things being equal, prefer the one 
of a wholesome and cheerful habit of 
mind and body. If you can get along 
with people who carry a certificate in 
their faces that their goodness is so great 
as to make them very miserable, your 
children cannot. And whatever offends 
one of these little ones cannot be right 
in the eyes of Him who loved them so 
well. 

After all, as you are a gentleman or a 
lady, you will probably select gentlemen 
for your bodily and_ spiritual advisers, 
and then all will be right. 

This repetition of the above words— 
gentleman and lady,—which could not be 
conveniently avoided, reminds me how 
much use is made of them by those who 
ought to know what they mean. Thus, 


would have given his mari 
over to recall that superb ; 
vulgarism. Any persons Y 
please have no better notio 
words referred to signify 
meaning of apsides and a 
Man! Sir! Woman! 
ity is a fine thing, not to be 
as I have been trying to ex 
manity comes before that. 


“When Adam delved and 
Where was then the gen 
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scale. Fortunately, the virtues are more 
tenacious of life, and last pretty well un- 
til we get down to the mud of absolute 
pauperism, where they do not flourish 
greatly. 
I had almost forgotten about our 
boarders. As the Model of all the Vir- 
tues is about to leave us, I find myself 
wondering what is the reason we are not 
all very sorry. Surely we all like good 
persons. She is a good person. There- 
fore we like her.—Only we don’t. 

This brief syllogism, and its briefer neg- 


ative, involving the principle which some 
English conveyancer borrowed from a 
French wit and embodied in the lines 
by which Dr. Fell is made unamiably 
immortal, —this syllogism, I say, is one 
that most persons have had occasion to 
construct and demolish, respecting some- 
body or other, as I have done for the 
Model. “ Pious and painefull.” Why has 
that excellent old phrase gone out of use ? 
Simply because these good painefull or 
painstaking persons proved to be such 
nuisances in the long run, that the word 
“ painefull” came, before people thought 
of it, to mean paingiving instead of pains- 
taking. 


So, the old fellah’s off to-morrah, 
—said the young man John. 

Old fellow ?—said I,—whom do you 
mean ? 

Why, the chap that came with our 
little beauty,—the old boy in petticoats. 
Now that means something,—said 
I to myself—These rough young rascals 
very often hit the nail on the head, if 


they do strike with their eyes shut. A real 
woman does a great many things without 
knowing why she does them; but these 
pattern machines mix up their intellects 
with everything they do, just like men. 
They can’t help it, no doubt ; but we can’t 
help getting sick of them, either. Intellect 
is to a woman's nature what her watch- 
spring skirt is to her dress; it ought to 
underlie her silks and embroideries, but 
not to show itself too staringly on the 
outside—You don't know, perhaps, but 
I will tell you;—the brain is the palest 
of all the internal organs, and the heart 
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the reddest. Whatever comes from the 
brain carries the hue of the place it came 
from, and whatever comes from the heart 
carries the heat and color of its birth- 
place. 

The young man John did not hear 
my soliloque, of course, but sent up one 
more bubble from our sinking conversa- 
tion, in the form of a statement, that she 
was at liberty to go to a personage who 
receives no visits, as is commonly suppos- 
ed, from virtuous people. 

Why, I ask again, (of my reader,) 
should a person who never did anybody 
any wrong, but, on the contrary, is an 
estimable and intelligent, nay, a particu- 
larly enlightened and exemplary mem- 
ber of society, fail to inspire interest, 
love, and devotion ? Because of the re- 
versed current in the flow of thought and 
emotion. The red heart sends all its in- 
stincts up to the white brain to be ana- 
lyzed, chilled, blanched, and so become 
pure reason, which is just exactly what 
we do not want of woman as woman. 
The current should run the other way. 
The nice, calm, cold thought, which in 
women shapes itself’ so rapidly that they 
hardly know it as thought, should always 
travel to the lips vid the heart. It does 
so in those women whom all love and ad- 
mire. It travels the wrong way in the 
Model. That is the reason why the Lit- 
tle Gentleman said, “I hate her, I hate 
her.” That is the reason why the young 
man John called her the “old fellah,” 
and banished her to the company of the 
great Unpresentable. ‘That is the reason 
why I, the Professor, am picking her to 
That 
is the reason why the young girl whom 


pieces with scalpel and forceps. 


she has befriended repays her kindness 
with gratitude and respect, rather than 
with the devotion and passionate fond- 
s which lie sleeping beneath the calm- 


ne 
ness of her amber eyes. I can see her, as 
she sits between this estimable and most 
correct of personages and the misshap- 
en, crotchety, often violent and explosive 
little man on the other side of her, lean- 
ing and swaying towards him as she 
speaks, and looking into his sad eyes as 
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if she found some fountain in them at 

which her soul could quiet its thirst. 
Women like the Model are a natural 

product of a chilly climate and high cul- 


ture. It is not 


“The frolic wind that breathes the spring, 
Zephyr with Aurora playing,’ 


when the two meet 


“on beds of violets blue, 
And fresh-blown roses washed in dew,” 


that claim such women as their offspring. 
It is rather the east wind, as it blows 
out of the fogs of Newfoundland, and 
clasps a clear-eyed wintry noon on the 
chill bridal couch of a New England ice- 
quarry.—Don’t throw up your cap now, 
and hurrah as if this were giving up ev- 
erything, and turning against the best 
growth of our latitudes,—the daughters 
of the soil. The brain-women never in- 
terest us like the heart-women; white ros- 
es please less than red. But our North- 
ern seasons have a narrow green streak 
of spring, as well as a broad white zone 
of winter,—they have a glowing band of 
summer and a golden stripe of autumn in 
their many-colored wardrobe ; and wom- 
en are born to us that wear all these 
hues of earth and heaven in their souls. 
Our ice-eyed brain-women are really ad- 
mirable, if we only ask of them just what 
they can give, and no more. Only com- 
pare them, talking or writing, with one 
chattering dolls, of 
know 


of those babbling, 
warmer latitudes, 
enough even to keep out of print, and 
who are interesting to us only as speci- 


who do not 


mens of arrest of development tor our 
psychological cabinets. 

Good-bye, Model of all the Virtues ! 
We can spare you now. A little clear 
perfection, undiluted with human weak- 
ness, goes a great way. Go! be useful, 
be honorable and honored, be just, be 
charitable, talk pure reason, and help to 
disenchant the world by the light of an 
Good-bye ! 
T must read 


achromatie understanding. 
Where is my Béranger ? 
+ Frétillon.” 

Fair play for all. 
compatible qualities for anybody. 


But don’t claim in- 
Jus- 
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tice is a very rare virtue in our com- 
munity. Everything that public senti- 
ment cares about is put into a Papin’s 
digester, and boiled under high pressure 
till all is turned into one homogeneous 
pulp, and the very bones give up their 
jelly. What are all the strongest epi- 
thets of our dictionary to us now? The 
eritics and politicians, and especially the 
philanthropists, have chewed them, till 


they are mere wads of syllable-fibre, 
without a suggestion of their old pun- 
gency and power. 

Justice! A good man respects the 
rights even of brute matter and arbi- 
trary symbols. If he writes the same 
word twice in succession, by accident, 
he always erases the one that stands 
second; has not the first-comer the pri- 
or right? This act of abstract justice, 
which I trust many of my readers, like 
myself, have often performed, is a curi- 
ous anti-illustration, by the way, of the 
absolute wickedness of haman_ disposi- 
tions. Why doesn’t a man always strike 
out the first of the two words, to gratify 
his diabolical love of’ injustice ? 

So, I say, we owe a genuine, substan- 
tial tribute of respect to these filtered 
intellects which have left their woman- 
hood on the strainer. They are so clear 
that it is a pleasure at times to look at 
the world of thought through them. But 
the rose and purple tints of richer na- 
tures they cannot give us, and it is not 
just to them to ask it. 

Fashionable society gets at these rich 
natures very offen in a way one would 
It loves vitality 


above all things, sometimes disguised by 


hardly at first think of: 


affected languor, always well kept under 
by the laws of good-breeding,—but. still 
it loves abundant life, opulent and showy 
organizations,—the spherical rather than 
the plane trigonometry of female archi- 
tecture,—plenty of red blood, flashing 
eves, tropical voices, and forms that bear 
without 


the splendors of dress 
ing pale beneath their lustre. 
will find the most 
women you will ever 
whom dress and flattery and the round 


grow- 
Among 
delicious 


these you 


meet, — women 
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of city gayeties cannot spoil, — talking 
with whom, you forget their diamonds 
and Jaces,—and around whom all the 
nice details of elegance, which the cold- 
blooded beauty next them is scanning 
so nicely, blend in one harmonious 
whole, too perfect to be disturbed by 
the petulant sparkle of a jewel, or the 
yellow glare of a bangle, or the gay toss 
of a feather. 

There are many things that T, person- 

ally, love better than fashion or wealth. 
Not to speak of those highest objects of 
our love and loyalty, I think I love ease 
and independence better than the gold- 
en slavery of perpetual matinées and 
soirées, or the pleasures of accumula- 
tion. 
* But fashion and wealth are two very 
solemn realities, which the frivolous class 
of moralists have talked a great deal of 
silly stuff about. Fashion is only the at- 
tempt to realize Art in living forms and 
social intercourse. What business has a 
man who knows nothing about the beau- 
tiful, and cannot pronounce the word 
view, to talk about fashion to a set of 
people who, if one of the quality left a 
ecard at their doors, would contrive to 
keep it on the very top of their heap 
of the names of their two-story acquaint- 
ances, till it was as yellow as the Codex 
Vaticanus ? 

Wealth, too—what an endless repeti- 
tion of the same foolish trivialities about 
it! Take the single fact of its alleged 
uncertain tenure and transitory charac- 
ter. In old times, when men were all 
the time fighting and robbing each other, 
—in those tropical countries where the 
Sabeans and the Chaldeans stole all a 
man’s cattle and camels, and there were 
frightful tornadoes and rains of fire from 
heaven, it was true enough that riches 
took wings to themselves not unfrequent- 
ly in a very unexpected way. But, with 
common prudence in inyestments, it is 
not so In fact, there is nothing 
earthly that lasts so well, on the whole, 
as money. A man’s learning dies with 
him; even his virtues fade out of remem- 
branee; but the dividends on the stocks 
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he bequeathes to his children live and 
keep his memory green. 

I do not think there is much courage 
or originality in giving utterance to truths 
that everybody knows, but which get 
overlaid by conventional trumpery. The 
only distinction which it is necessary to 
point out to feeble-minded folk is this: 
that, in asserting the breadth and depth 
of that significance which gives to fashion 
and fortune their tremendous power, we 
do not indorse the extravagances which 
often disgrace the one, nor the meanness 
which often degrades the other. 

A remark which seems to contradict a 
universally current opinion is not gen- 
erally to be taken “ neat,” but watered 
with the ideas of common-sense and com- 
monplace people. So, if any of my young 
friends should be tempted to waste their 
substance on white kids and “ all-rounds,” 
or to insist on becoming millionnaires at 
once, by anything I have said, I will give 
them references to some of the class re- 
ferred to, well known to the public as 
literary diluents, who will weaken any 
truth so that there is not an old woman 
in the land who cannot take it with per- 
fect impunity. 

I am afraid some of the blessed saints 
in diamonds will think I mean to flat- 
ter them. I hope not;—if I do, set it 
down as a weakness. But there is so 
much foolish talk about wealth and fash- 
ion, (which, of course, draw a good ma- 
ny heartless and essentially vulgar people 
into the glare of their candelabra, but 
which have a real respectability and 
meaning, if we will only look at them 
stereoscopically, with both eyes instead 
of one,) that I thought it a duty to speak 
a few words for them. Why can’t some- 
body give us a list of things that every- 
body thinks and nobody says, and an- 
other list of things that everybody says 
and nobody thinks ? 


Lest my parish should suppose we have 
forgotten graver matters in these lesser 
topics, I beg them to drop these trifles 
and read the following lesson for the 
day. 
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THE TWO STREAMS. 


Behold the rocky wall 
That down its sloping sides 
Pours the swift rain-drops, blending, as they 
fall, 
In rushing river-tides ! 


Yon stream, whose sources run 
Turned by a pebble’s edge, 

Is Athabasca, rolling toward the sun 
Through the cleft mountain-ledge. 
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The slender rill had strayed, 
But for the slanting stone, 

To evening's ocean, with the tangled braid 
Of foam-flecked Oregon. 


So from the heights of Will 

Life's parting stream descends, 
And, as a moment turns its slender rill, 

Each widening torrent bends,— 


From the same cradle’s side, 

From the same mother’s knee,— 
One to long darkness and the frozen tide, 

One to the Peaceful Sea! 
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Sixty Years’ Gleanings from Life's Harvest. 
A Genuine Autobiography. By Jory 
Brown, Proprietor of the University 
Billiard-Rooms, Cambridge. New York : 
Appleton & Company. 1859. 


We are wall familiar with that John 
Brown whom the minstrel has immortal- 
ized as being the possessor of a diminu- 
tive youth of the aboriginal American 
race, who, in the course of the ditty, is 
multiplied from ‘‘ one little Injun”’ into 
“ten little Injuns,” and who, in a suc- 
ceeding stanza, by an ingenious amphis- 
beenic process, is again reduced to the sin- 
gular number. As far as we are aware, the 
author of this “genuine autobiography ” 
claims no relationship with the famous 
owner of tender redskins. The multiplici- 
ty of adventures of which he has been the 
hero demands for him, however, the same 
notice that a multiplicity of “ Injuns ” has 
insured to his illustrious namesake. 

We have always had a pet theory, that 
a plain and minute narrative of any ordi- 
nary man’s life, stated with simplicity and 
without any reference to dramatic effect 
or the elegances of composition, would pos- 
sess an immediate interest for the public. 
We cannot know too much about men. 
No man’s life is so uneventful as to be in- 
capable of amusing and instructing. The 
same event is never the same to more than 
one person; no two see it from the same 


point of view. And as we want to know 
more of men than of incidents, every one’s 
record of trifles is useful. A book written 
by a Cornish miner, whose life passes in 
subterranean monotony, sparing none of 
the petty and ever-recurring details that 
make up his routined existence, would, 
if set down in the baldest language, be a 
valuable contribution to literature. But 
we rarely, if ever, find a man sufficient- 
ly free from vanity and the demon of com- 
position to tell us plainly what has hap- 
pened to him. ‘The moment the work- 
ing-man gets a pen into his hand, he is, as 
it were, possessed. He is no longer him- 
self. He has not the courage to come out 
naked and show himself in all his grime 
and strength. ‘The instant that he con- 
ceives the idea of putting himself on pa- 
per he borrows somebody else’s clothes, 
and, instead of a free, manly figure, we 
have a wretched scarecrow in a coat too 
small or too large for him,—generally the 
latter. For it is a curious fact, that the 
more uneducated a man is,—in which con- 
dition his ordinary language must of ne- 
cessity be proportionately idiomatic,—the 
greater pains he takes, when he has formed 
the resolution of composing, to be splendid 
and expansive in his style. He racks his 
brains until he rummages out imperfect 
memories of the turgid paragraphs of 
cheap newspapers and novels which he 
has some time or other read, and forthwith 
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struts off with all the finest feathers in the 
dictionary rustling about him. 

Mr. John Brown, the hero of the Auto- 
biography before us, is no exception to 
this unhappy rule. The son of a butcher, 
he became in boyhood a sheep-driver, was 
then apprenticed to a shoemaker, got into 
trouble and a prison, enlisted as a soldier, 
deserted, turned strolling player, shipped 
on board a man-of-war, tried again to de- 
sert, was flogged at the gratings, beheld 
Napoleon on board the Bellerophon, was 
discharged from the navy, consorted with 
thieves and prize-fighters, appeared on the 
London stage with success, married and 
starved, became the pet of the Cambridge 
students, whom he assisted in amateur 
theatricals, started a stage-coach line to 
London and failed, set up a billiard-room, 
got into innumerable street-fights and al- 
ways came off conqueror, was elected 
town-councillor of Cambridge and made 
a fortune, which it is to be hoped he is 
now enjoying. 

Here was material for a book. From 
the glimpses of his personnel which we oc- 
casionally catch through all Mr. Brown’s 
splendid writing, we should say that he 

yas a man,of a strong, hearty nature, full 
of indomitable energy, and possessed with 
a truly Saxon predilection tor the use of 
his fists. The number of physical con- 
tests in which he was chicf actor ren- 
ders his volume almost epical in charac- 
ter. Invulnerable as Achilles and quar- 
relsome as Hector, he strides over the bod- 
ies of innumerable foes. If some of his 
friends, the Seniors, at Cambridge, would 
only put his adventures into Greek verse, 
he might descend to posterity in sounding 
hexameters with the sons of ‘Telamon and 
Thetis. 

The plain narrative portions of Mr. 
Brown's volume possess much real inter- 
est. His adventures with the strolling play- 
ers, the insight he gives us into the lite of 
a journeyman shoemaker, and his reminis- 
cences of his friends, the Jew old-clothes- 
men, the pick-pockets, and the prize-fight- 
ers, are so many steaks cut warm from the 
living world, and are good, substantial food 
for thought. But he seldom forgets him- 
self long, and is natural only by fits and 
starts. After he has been striding along 
for a short time with a free, manly gait, 
he suddenly bethinks himself that he is 


writing a book. The malign influences 
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of Cambridge University begin to work 
upon him. ‘The loose stride is contracted ; 
the swing of the vigorous shoulders is re- 
strained, and, instead of an honest fellow 
tramping sturdily after his own fashion 
through the paths of literature, we are 
treated to an imitation of Dr. Johnson, 
done by an illiterate butcher’s son. We 
are afraid that the Cantabs have been at 
the bottom of John Brown’s fine writing. 
How valuable, for instance, are the follow- 
ing philosophical reflections upon Napo- 
leon, which John Brown makes when he 
beholds the dethroned Emperor standing 
sadly upon the poop of the Bellerophon ! 

“ Here, then,” remarks John, ‘“ had end- 
ed his dream of universal conquest ; here 
he lay prostrate at the foot of the altar,” 
(we are informed a few lines before this 
that he had taken his stand on the poop,) 
“on which he sacrificed, not hecatombs, 
but pyramids, of human victims.” (Beau- 
tiful antithesis!) ‘As his ambition was 
boundless, posterity will not weep at his 
fall. But that he insinuated himself into 
the hearts of a generous people is too 
true; they worshipped him as a demi- 
god, until,” ete. Farther on, we learn 
the startling intelligence, that “for a time 
his adopted country was enriched by the 
spoils and plunder of other lands.” (Did 
Alison know this?) ‘ He formed the bulk 
of the population into an organized ban- 
ditti, and led them forth in martial pomp 
to do the unholy work of bloodshed and 
robbery... . All the independent states 
of Europe leagued together to put down 
this infamous system of national plunder.” 
(Russia among the rest of the independ- 
ent states, we suppose.) ... “ Had he 
been desirous of establishing just princi- 
ples on earth, and crushing despotism, 
the sympathies of the entire human race 
would have been enlisted on his side.” 
Certainly, John. Two and two make four, 
and things that are equal to the same are 
equal to each other. 

After having in a street-fight pommelled 
an unhappy Cambridge student into jelly, 
and reduced him to a state which he pic- 
turesquely describes as resembling that of 
“a dog ina coal-box,” he picks him up and 
philosophically informs him that “all the 
different styles of fence were invented and 
established for man’s protection, not for 
his destruction. Besides,” he adds, with 
much profundity, “the laws thereto ap- 
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pertaining are based on certain strict prin- 
ciples of honor, which you have unques- 
tionably violated in this case. Now, take 
my advice, never again engage in fight 
without having some just cause of quar- 
rel. Thus, at least, you will always come 
off with credit, if not with victory.” And 
having delivered himself of this stupen- 
dous moral lesson, Dr. Samuel Johnson 
Mendoza John Brown puts on his hat (he 
surcly ought to have had a full-bottomed 
wig under it) and walks off, leaving his op- 
ponent doubtless more like a dog in a coal- 
box than ever. He sees Dr. Abernethy, 
and rises into this inspired strain: ‘“ 'T'o 
me, who have ever held genius and talent 
in veneration, as being 
*Olympus-high above all earthly things, 


the sight of this plain, unostentatious man 
afforded more pleasurable feclings than 
could all the gilded pomp beneath the 
sun.” One can fancy, if John had com- 
municated this reflection to the Doctor, 
what would have been the reply of that 
suave practitioner. He goes te low dance- 
houses, and the interesting result of his 
reflections on what he beheld there is, 
“that vice, however gilded over, is still a 
hideous monster; in which conviction, I 
resigned myself to that power that ‘must 
delight in virtue.” When he speaks of 
his billiard-pupils, he loftily denominates 
them “hundreds of the best gentlemen- 
players scattered over the carth’s sur- 
face,” from which we draw the pleasing 
inference that none of John Brown’s schol- 
ars are addicted to subterranean billiards. 

In spite of these rags of old college- 
gowns, in which John so funnily arr: 
himself on occasions, his book is worth 
reading. If it has not the muscular, unaf- 
fected morality of his namesake’s unsur- 
passable “ School-Days at Rugby,” it is at 
least the production of an honest, hearty 
Englishman, and teaches an excellent les- 
son on the value of pluck and perseverance. 


‘Ss 


Colton’s Illustrated Cabinet Atlas and De- 
seriptive Geography. Maps by G. W. 
Corton. Text by R. S. Fisnmr. New 
Yorn: J. H. Colton & Co. 4to. pp. 
400, 


Tris work meets an acknowledged 
want; it combines in one convenient yol- 
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ume most of the desirable features of the 
larger atlases, being full enough in detail 
for all ordinary purposes, without being 
cumbersome and costly. It is prefaced by 
a clear and well-digested statement of the 
laws of Physical Geography, “ based,”’ as 
the publishers say, ‘upon the excellent 
treatise on the same subject found in the 
Atlas of Milner and Petermann, recently 
published in London.” The maps are one 
hundred and sixteen in number, admirably 
engraved, and, what especially enhances 
their value, they are draughted on easily- 
convertible scales,—one inch always rep- 
resenting ten, twenty-five, fifty, one hun- 
dred, or other number of miles readily 
comparable. They include the results of 
the latest explorations of travellers, and 
the newest settlements made by the Eng- 
lish and Americans. 

The descriptions are full and accurate, 
and the statistics of population, trade, pub- 
lic and private institutions, ete., are con- 
venient for reference. This department is 
illustrated by over six hundred wood-cuts. 

This Atlas may, therefore, fairly claim 
rank as a Cyclopedia of Geography, and 
for the household and school it is one of 
the most useful publications of our time. 
The attention now everywhere excited by 
proposed or impending changes in the 
boundary-lines of European States, by the 
inroads of Western civilization in the East, 
by the settlement of the Pacific Islands, 
and by the growth of empire on the west- 
ern coast of our own country, renders the 
publication of a compendious work like 
this very timely. 


Poems. By Owrewx Merepirn. The Wan- 
derer and Clytemnestra. Boston : 'Tick- 
nor & Fields. 18mo. 


Tue author of these poems is Robert 
Bulwer Lytton, the son of the eminent 
novelist. Though still very young, he 
has reached the honor of being arrayed 
in Ticknor and Fields’s ‘blue and gold,” 
the paradisiacal condition of contemporary 
poets; and his works occupy, in words, 
though not in matter, as much space as 
Tennyson's. The volume includes all the 
poems which Lytton has published up to 
the present time. The general character- 
istics of his Muse are fluency, fancy, melo- 
dy, and sensibility. The diligent reader 
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will detect, throughout the volume, the 
traces of the author’s sympathy with other 
poets, especially Tennyson, and, amid all 
the opulence of expression and intensity of 
feeling, will be sensible of the lack of de- 
cided original genius and character. There 
is evidence of intellect and imagination, 
but they are at present tossed somewhat 
wildly about in a tumult of sensations and 
passions, and have not yet mastered their 
instruments. But the poems, as they are 
the product of a young man, so they pos- 
sess all the attractions which allure young 
readers. It would not be surprising, if they 
obtained a popularity equal to those of 
Alexander Smith; for they give even more 
musical utterance to the loves, hopes, ex- 
ultations, regrets, and despairs of youth, 
and indicate the same hot blood. They are 
also characterized by similar vagueness of 
thought and vividness of fancy, in those 
passages where sensibility turns theorist 
and philosophizes on its gratified or baffled 
sensations, — while they generally evince 
wider culture, larger superficial experi- 
ence of life, a more controlling sense of 
the beautiful, and an equal facility of self 
abandonment to the passion of the mo- 
ment. 

Leaving out those poems which are rep- 
etitions or imitations, a thin volume might 
be made containing some striking exam- 
ples of original perception and original ex- 
perience. Among these the charming little 
piece entitled “ Madame La Marquise ” 
would hold a prominent place. After mak- 
ing, however, all deductions from the pre- 
tensions of the volume, it may be said, that 
the father, at the same age, did not indicate 
so much talent as the son. 


Symbols of the Capital; or Civilization in 
New York. By A. D. Mayo. 12mo. 
Tus is a clear and forcibly written ex- 

position of the tendencies of American so- 

ciety, as surveyed from the point of view 
of an earnest, practi 
ate reformer. The ¢ on ‘Town and 

Country Life, those on Education, Art, 

and Religion, the Forces of Free Labor, 

and the Gold Dollar, exhibit equal inde- 
pendence of thought and extent of infor- 
mation. In the essay on the Position of 

Woman in America, a difficult theme is 

discussed with candor and sagacity. We 


ul, and dispassion- 
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have rarely seen a volume to which the 
conscientious adversarics of the reforms 
of the day could go for a more lucid state- 
ment of the opinions they oppose ; ani it 
is admirably calculated to effect the pur- 
pose the author had in view, namely, “ to 
aid the young men and women of our land 
in their attempt to realize a character that 
shall justify our professions of republican- 
ism, and to establish a civilization which, 
in becoming national, shall illustrate every 
principle of a pure Christianity.” 


The Avenger, a Narrative ; and other Papers. 
By Tnomas De Quiycry, Author of 
“Confessions of an Opium-Eater,” etc. 
Boston: Ticknor & Fields. 16mo. 


Tuts is the twenty-first volume of De 
Quincey’s miscellaneous writings. collect- 
ed by the indefatigable American editor, 
Mr. James T. Fields. It contains “ The 
Avenger,’ a powerful story of wrong and 
revenge ; “Additions to the Confessions 
of an Opium-Eater” ; “ Supplementary 
Note on the Essenes.” in which the theory 
of the original paper is supported : 
objections by some new arguments ; along 
paper on “ China,” published in 1857, and 
full of information in regard to that em- 
pire; and “ Traditions of the Rabbins,” 
one of the most exquisite papers in the 
list of the author’s writings. 


The Life of George Herbert. By Groxce 
L. Duyexincx. New York: 1858. pp. 
197. 


We have too long neglected to do our 
share in bringing this delightful little hook 
to the notice of the lovers of holy George 
Herbert, among whom we may = salely 
reckon a large number of the readers of 
the “ Atlantic.” It is based on the life 
by Izaak Walton, but contains much new 
matter, either out of Walton’s reach or 
beyond the range of his sympathy. Not'- 
ces are given of Nicholas Ferrar and other 
friends of Herbert. There is a very agree- 
able sketch of Bemerton and its neighbor- 
hood, as it now is, and the neat illustra- 
tions are of the kind that really illustrate. 
The Brothers Duyckinck are well known 
for their unpretentious and valuable labors 
in the cause of good letters and American 
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literary history, and this is precisely such 
a book as we should expect from the taste, 
scholarship, and purity of mind which dis- 
tinguish both of them. It is much the best 
account of Herbert with which we are ac- 
quainted. 


Leetwres on Metaphysics. By Sir Wirt1amM 
Hamirros, Barr., Professor of Logie 
and Metaphysics in the University of 
Edinburgh. Edited by the Rev. Henry 
Longueville Mansel, B. D., Oxford, and 
John Veiteh, M.A., Edinburgh. Bos- 
ton: Gould & Lincoln. 8vo. 


Few persons, with any pretensions to a 
knowledge of the metaphysicians of the 
century, are unacquainted with Sir Wil- 
liam Hamilton. His articles in the “ Edin- 
burgh Review ” on Cousin and Dr. Brown, 
and his Dissertations on Reid, are the 
most important contributions to philosophy 
made in Great Britain for many years. 
The present volume contains his Course 
of Lectures, forty-six in number, which 
he delivered as Professor of Metaphys- 
ics; and being intended for young. stu- 
dents, they are, as compared with his oth- 
er works, more comprehensible without 
being less comprehensive. The most con- 
clusive proof of the excellence of these 
Juectures is to be found in their influence 
on the successive classes of students be- 
fore whom they were pronounced. The 
universal testimony of the young men who 
were fortunate enough to listen to Hamil- 
ton has been, that his teaching not only 
inspired them with an enthusiasm for the 
science, and gave them clear ideas and 
accurate information, but directly aided 
them in the discipline of their minds. 
Some of his students became, later in life, 
champions of his system; others became 
its opponents ; but opponents as well as 
champions warmly professed their obliga- 
tions to their instructor, and dated their 
interest in philosophy from the period 
when they were brought by these Lec- 
tures within the contagious sphere of his 
powerful intellect. So numerous were 
these testimonials, that they gradually 
roused public curiosity to see and read 
what was so effective as spoken. That 
curiosity has now an opportunity of being 
gratified, and we do not doubt that these 
Lectures will have a greater popularity 
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than usually attends philosophical publi- 
cations. The American publishers de- 
serve thanks for the cheap, compact, and 
elegant form of their reprint. 

We have no space to present here an 
exposition of Hamilton’s system, or to dis- 
cuss any of its leading principles. We can 
merely allude to some characteristics of 
his mode of thinking and writing which 
make his Lectures of especial value to 
those who propose to begin the study of 
metaphysics. or whose knowledge of the 
science is superficial. Hamilton has the 
immense advantage of being a scholar in 
that large sense which implies the exer- 
cise, not merely of attention and memory, 
but of every faculty of the mind, in the 
acquisition and arrangement of knowl- 
edge. His erudition is great, but it is also 
critical and interpretative. Ile knows in- 
timately every philosophical writer from 
the dawn of speculation to the last Ger- 
man thinker, including the somewhat neg- 
lected Schoolmen of the Middle Ages ; and 
in this volume, every important question 
that arises is historically as well as analyt- 
ically treated, and the names are given of 
the thinkers on both sides. In the course 
of one or two sentences, he often places 
the reader in a position to view a prin- 
ciple, not only in itself, but in relation to 
the controversies which have raged round 
it for two thousand years. Hamilton’s 
erudition is also displayed in the quota- 
tions with which his pages are sprinkled, 
—fragrant sentences, which 
inally from the imagination or character 
of the writers he quotes, and which relieve 
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his own abstract propositions and reason- 
ings with concrete beauty or truth. Most 
of these quotations will be novel even to 
advanced students. 

Hamilton is also admirable in statement. 
Confusion, vacillation, obscurity, uncer- 
tainty, are as foreign to his style as to his 
mind. Ile is almost rigid in his precision. 
Every word has its meaning, and every 
idea its stern, sure, decisive statement. 
Ilis masterly powers of analysis, of rea- 
soning, of generalization, are always ade- 
quately exhibited by a corresponding mas- 
tery of expression. The study of such a 
volume as the present is itself an eduea- 
tion in statement and logic; and that it 
will be studied by thousands, in the eol- 
leges and out of the colleges of the coun- 
try, we cannot but hope. 
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Allibone’s Dictionary of Authors. Phila‘lel- 
phia: Childs & Peterson, 1858. Vol. I. 
pp. 1005. 


Leigu Hvewyt, in one of his Essays, 
speaks of the wishful thrill with which, in 
looking over an index, he wondered if ever 
his name would appear under the letter H 
in the reversed order (Ilunt, Leigh) pe- 
culiar to that useful and too much neglect- 
ed field of literary achievement. In Mr. 
Allibone’s Dictionary he would sce his 
wish more than satisfied ; for if he turn up 
“unt, Leigh,” he will find a reference 
to “Ifunt, James Henry Leigh,” and un- 
der that head a list of his works, more 
complete, perhaps, than he himself could 
easily have drawn up. 

In glancing along the leaves of a collec- 
tion like this, one’s heart is touched with 
something of the same vague pathos that 
dims the eye ina graveyard. What a nec- 
rology of notability! How many a contro- 
versialist who made a great stir in his day, 
how many a once rising genius, how many 
a withering satirist, lies here shrunk all 
away to the tombstone immortality of a 
name and date! Think of the aspirations, 
the dreams, the hopes, the toil, the confi- 
dence (of himself and wife) in an impar- 
tial and generous posterity ;—and then 
read “Smith J.(ohn ?) 1718-1784 (7). The 
Vision of Immortality, an Epic Poem in 
Twelve Books, 1740, 4to. See Lowndes.” 
The time of his own death less certain 
than that of his poem, which we may fix 
pretty safely in 1740,—and the only poster- 
ity that took any interest in him the inde- 
futigable Lowndes! Well, even a biblio- 
graphic indemnity for contemporary neg- 
lect, to have so much as your title-page 
read after it is a century old, and to enjoy 
2 posthumous public of one, is better than 
nothing. 

A yolume like Mr. Allibone’s—so large- 
ly a hospital for incurable forgottenhoods 
—is better than any course of philosophy 
to the young author. Let him reckon how 
many of the ten thousand or so names here 
recorded he has ever heard of betore, let 
him make this myriad the denominator of a 
fraction to which the dozen perennial fames 
shall be the numerator, and he will find 
that his dividend of a chance at escaping 
speedy extinction is not worth making him- 
self unhappy about. Should some statis- 
tician make such a book the basis for con- 
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structing the tables of a fame-insurance 
company, the rates at which alone policies 
could be safely issued would put them be- 
yond the reach of all except those who did 
not need them. After all, perhaps, the 
next best thing to being famous or infa- 
mous is to be utterly forgotten ; for that, at 
least, is to accomplish a decisive result by 
living. To hang on the perilous edge of 
immortality by the nails, liable at any mo- 
ment to drop into the waters of Oblivion, 
is at best a questionable beatitude. 

But if a dictionary of this kind give rise 
to some melancholy reflections, it is not 
without suggestions of a more soothing 
character. We are reminded by it of the 
tender-heartedness of Chaucer, who, in the 
“House of Fame,” after speaking of Or- 
pheus and Arion, (Mr. Tyrwhitt calls him 
Orion,) and Cheiron and Glasgerion, has a 
kind word for the lesser minstrels that 
play on pipes made of straw,— 


“ Such as have the little herd-groomes 
That keepen beastes in the broomes.” 


This is the true Valhalla of Mediocrity, 
the libro d’ oro of the onymi-anonymi, of the 
never-named authors who exist only in 
name, — Parson Adams would be here, 
had he found a printer for his sermons, 
Mr. Primrose for his tracts on Monoga- 
my,—and not merely such nominum umbree 
of the past, but that still stranger class of 
ancient-moderns, preterite-presents, dead 
(and something more) as authors, but still 
to be met with in the flesh as solid men 
and brethren,— privileged, alas, to outstay 
cockcrow when they drop in of an even- 
ing to give you their views on the aims 
and tendencies of periodical literature. 
Will it be nothing, if we should be un- 
timely snatched away from our present 
sphere of usefulness, to those shadowy 
aheiovee who lived too soon to enjoy their 
monthly dip in the Arrantic,— will it 
be nothing, we say, that our orphaned 
Papyrorcetes, junior, will be able to read 
the name of his lamented parent on the 
nine-hundredth page of Allibone,—occu- 
pying, at least, an entire line, and there- 
fore (as we gather from a hasty calcula- 
tion) sure forever of zgolgqath of the at- 
tention of whoever reads the book through ? 
This is a handy and inexpensive substi- 
tute for the imagines of the Roman nobles ; 
for those were inconvenient to pack on a 
change of lodgings, liable to melt in warm 
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weather,—even the elder Brutus himself 
might soften in August,—and not readily 
salable, unless to a novus homo who wished 
to buy a set of ancestors ready-made, as 
some of our enthusiastic gencalogists are 
said to order a family-tree from the herald- 
ic nursery-man skilled to graft a slip of 
Scroggins on a stock of De Vere or Mont- 
morenci. Contemporary glory is compar- 
atively dear; it is sold by the column,— 
for columns have got over their Horatian 
antipathics ; but the bibliographer will 
thank you for the name of any man that 
has ever printed a book, nay, his gratitude 
will glow in exact proportion to the obscu- 
rity of the author, and one may thus con- 
fer perpetuity at least (which is a kind of 
Tithonus-immortality) upon some respect- 
ed progenitor, or assure it to himself, with 
little trouble and at the cost of a postage- 
stamp. 

The benignity of Providence is nowhere 
more strongly marked than in its compen- 
sations ; and what can be more beautiful 
than the arrangement by which the same 
harmless disinterestedness of matter and 
style that once made an author the favor- 
ite of trunk-makers and grocers should, by 
thus leading to the quiet absorption of his 
works, make them sure of commemora- 
tion by Brunet or Lowndes and of com- 
manding famine-prices under the ham- 
mer? Fame, like electricity, is thus pos- 
itive and negative; and if a writer must 
be Somebody to make himself of perma- 
nent interest to the world at large, he 
must not less be Nobody —like Junius 
—to have his namelessness embalmed by 
Mons. Guérard. Take comfort, therefore, 
all ye who either make paper invaluable 
or worthless by the addition of your au- 
tograph! for your dice (as the Abbé Ga- 
liani said of Nature’s) are always loaded, 
and you may make your book the heir 
of Memory in two ways,—by contriving 
to get the fire of genius into it, or to get 
it into the fire by the hands of the hang- 
man. Milton’s “ Areopagitica ”’ is an ex- 
ample of one method, and the “ Philostra- 
tus” of Blount (who pillaged the “ Are- 
opagitica”) of the other. And yet, again, 
how perverse is human nature! how more 
perverse is literary taste! There is a large 
class of men madly desirous to read cunei- 
form and runic inscriptions simply because 
of their unreadableness, adding to our com- 
pulsory stock of knowledge about the roy- 
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al Smiths and Joneses of to-day much con- 
jectural and conflicting information con- 
cerning their royal prototypes of an an- 
tiquity unknown, and, as we fondly hoped, 
unknowable. Were there only a compen- 
satory arrangement for this also in another 
class who should be driven by a like irre- 
sistible instinct to unreadable books, the 
heart of the political economist would be 
gladdened at seeing the substantial re- 
wards of authorship so much more equally 
distributed by means of a demand adapted 
to the always abundant supply. 

We should like Mr. Allibone’s book bet- 
ter, if it were more exclusively a diction- 
ary of names, facts, editions, and dates, 
and allowed less space (or none at all) to 
opinions. The contemporaneous judg- 
ments of individual critics upon writers 
of original power are commonly of little 
value, and are absolutely worthless when 
an author’s fame has struck its roots down 
into the kindly soil of national or Euro- 
pean appreciation, when his work has 
won that “ perfect witness of all-judging 
Jove” which cannot be begged or bought. 
When the criticism is anonymous, (as are 
many of those cited by Mr, Allibone,) 
it has not even the reflected interest, as 
a measure of the critic himself, which 
we find sometimes in the incapacity of a 
strong nature to appreciate a great one, 
as in Jolnson’s opinion of Milton, for in- 
stance,—or of a delicate mind to compre- 
hend an imaginative one, as in Addison’s 
of Bunyan. In the article “Carlyle,” for 
example, (by the way, John A. Carlyle is 
omitted.) we should have been better con- 
tent, if Mr. Allibone (instead of letting 
us know what ‘ Blackwood’s Magazine ” 
thinks of a writer who, whatever his 
faults of style, has probably influenced 
the thought of his generation more than 
any other man) had given us the date of 
the first publication of “ Cromwell’s Let- 
ters and Speeches,” and had mentioned 
that the original collection of the “ Mis- 
eellanies””? was made in America. (‘This 
last we have since found alluded to under 
“De Quincey.’”’) Sometimes the editor 
himself intrudes remarks which are quite 
out of keeping with the character of 
such a work. We will give an instance 
which caught our eye in turning over 
the leaves. After giving the title of 
“The Rare Trauailes” of Job Hortop, 
Mr. Allibone adds, “ We trust that in 
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the home-relation of his ‘Rare Trauails 
among wilde and sauage people’ the racon- 
teur did not yield to the temptation of 
‘pulling the long bow,’ for the purpose of 
increasing the amazement of his wonder- 
ing auditors.” Now if Mr. Allibone knew 
nothing about Hortop, he should have 
said nothing. If the edition of 1591 was 
inaccessible to him, he could have found 
out what kind of a story-teller our ancient 
mariner was in the third volume of Hak- 
liyt. We resent this slur upon Job the 
more because he happens to be a favorite 
of ours, and saw no more wonders than 
travellers of that day had the happy gift 
of seeing. We remember he got sight of 
a very fine merman in the neighborhood 
of the Bermudas; but then stout Sir John 
Hawkins was as lucky. 

The two criticisms we have made touch, 
one of them the plan of the work, and 
the other its manner. We have one more 
to make, which, perhaps, should properly 
have come under the former of these two 
heads ;—it is that Mr, Allibone allows a 
disproportionate space to the smaller eeleb- 
rities of the day in comparison with those 
of the past. In such an undertaking, the 
amount of interest which the general pub- 
lic may be supposed to take in compara- 
tively local notabilities should, it seems to 
us, be measured on a scale whose degrees 
are gencrations. 

Mr. Allibone’s good-nature has misled 
him in some cases to the allowance of man- 
ifest disproportions. Twice as much room, 
for instance, is allowed to Mr. Dallas as to 
Emerson. Mr. Dallas has been Vice-Pres- 
ident of the United States; Emerson is one 
of the few masters of the English tongue, 
and both by teaching and practical exam- 
ple has done more to make the lite of the 
scholar beautiful, and the career of the 
man of letters a reproof to all low aims and 
an inspiration to all high ones, than any 
other man in America. 

What we have said has been predicated 
upon the general impression left on our 
minds after dipping into the book here and 
there almost at random. But on opening 
it again, we find so much that is interest- 
ing, even in those articles which are most 
expansive and gossiping, that we are al- 
most inclined to draw our pen through 
what we have written in the way of objec- 
tion, and merely express our gratitude to 
Mr. Allibone for what he has done. We 
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have been led to speak of what we con- 
sider the defects, or rather the redundan- 
cies, of the “ Dictionary,” because we be- 
lieve, that, if less bulky, it would be more 
certain of the wide distribution it so high- 
ly deserves. It is a shrewd saying of Vau- 
yenargues, that it is “un grand signe de 
médiocrité de loner toujours modérément,” and 
we have no desire to expose the “ At- 
lantic” to a charge so fatal by showing 
ourselves cold to the uncommon merits of 
Mr. Allibone’s achievement. The book 
is rather entitled to be called an Encyclo- 
pedia than a Dictionary. As the work of 
a single man, it is one of the wonders of 
literary industry. The amount of labor 
implied in it is enormous, and its general 
accuracy, considering the immense num- 
ber and variety of particulars, remarka- 
ble. A kindly and impartial spirit makes 
itself felt everywhere,—by no means an 
easy or inconsiderable merit. We have 
already had occasion several times to test 
its practical value by use, and can recom- 
mend it from actual experiment. Every 
man who ever owned an English book, or 
ever means to own one, will find something 
here to his purpose. 

That a volume so comprehensive in its 
scope and so multitudinous in its details 
should be wholly without errors and omis- 
sions is impossible ; and we trust that any 
of our readers who detect such will dis- 
charge a part of the obligation they are 
under to Mr. Allibone by communicating 
them to him for the benefit of a second 
edition. 


1. Triibner’s Bibliographical Guide to Amer- 
ican Literature. Wondon: Trtnrer & 
Co. 1859. pp. exlix., 554. 8vo. 

2. Index to the Catalogue of a Portion of the 
Public Library of the City of Boston. 1858. 
pp. 204. 


Next to knowledge itself, perhaps the 
best thing is to know where to find it. To 
make an index that shall combine com- 
pleteness, succinctness, and clearness,— 
how much intelligence this demands is 
proved by the number of failures. Mr. 
‘Triibner’s volume contains, Ist, some val- 
uable bibliographical prolegomena by the 
cditor himself; 2d, an historical sketch of 
American literature, which is not very 
well done by Mr. Moran, and would have 
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been admirably done by Mr. Duyckinck ; 
3d, a full and very interesting account of 
American libraries by Mr. Edwards ; and 
4th, a classed list of books written and pub- 
lished in the United States during the last 
forty years, arranged in thirty-one appro- 
priate departments, with a supplementary 
thirty-second of Addenda. In some in- 
stances,—as in giving tables of the pro- 
ecedings of learned socicties,—the period 
embraced is nearly a century. A general 
alphabetical index completes the volume. 
The several heads are, Bibliography, Col- 
lections, Theology, Jurisprudence, Medi- 
cine and Surgery, Natural History (in five 
subdivisions), Chemistry and Pharmacy, 
Natural Philosophy, Mathematics and As- 
tronomy, Philosophy, Education (in three 
subdivisions), Modern Languages, Philol- 
ogy, American Antiquities, Indians and 
Languages, History (in three subdivisions), 
Geography, Useful Arts, Military Science, 
Naval Science, Rural and Domestic Econ- 
omy, Politics, Commerce, Belles Lettres, 
Fine Arts, Music, Freemasonry, Mormon- 
ism, Spiritualism, Guide Books, Maps and 
Atlases, Periodicals. This list is enough 
to show the great value of the “Guide” 
to students and collectors. The volume 
will serve to give both Americans and Eu- 
ropeans a juster notion of the range and 
tendency, as well as amount, of literary 
activity in the United States. As the 
work of a cultivated and intelligent for- 
eigner, it has all the more claim to our 
acknowledgment, and also to our indul- 
gence where we discover omissions or in- 
accuracies. 

The second volume whose title stands 
at the head of our article would demand 
no special notice from us, were it not for 
the admirable manner in which it is exe- 
cuted and the judgment evinced in the 
selection of the books which it catalogues. 
The Boston Library may well be congrat- 
ulated on having at its head a gentleman 
so experienced and competent as Professor 
Jewett. He has hitherto distinguished him- 
self in a department of literature in which 
little notoriety is to be won, his labors in 
which, however, are appreciated by the 
few whose quiet suffrage outvalues the 
noisy applause of the moment. His little 
work on the “Construction of Library 
Catalogues ” is a truly valuable contribu- 
tion to letters, rendering, as it does, the 
work of classification more easy, and in- 
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creasing the chances of our getting good 
general directories to the books already 
in our libraries, without which the num- 
ber of yolumes we gather is only an in- 
crease of incumbrance. It is a great detri- 
ment to sound and exhaustive scholarship, 
that the books for students to read should 
be left to chance ; and we owe a great deal 
more than we are apt to acknowledge to 
men who, like Mr. Jewett, enable us to 
find out the books that will really help us. 
Dr. Johnson, to be sure, commends the 
habit of “ browsing” in libraries; and this 
will do very well for those whose memory 
clinches, like the tentacula of zodphytes, 
around every particle of nourishment that 
comes within its reach. But the habit 
tends rather to make ready talkers than 
thorough scholars; and he who is left 
to his chances in a collection of books 
grasps like a child in the “ grab-bag” ata 
fair, and gets, in nine cases out of ten, pre- 
cisely what he does not want. 

We think that a great mistake is made 
in the multiplying of libraries in the same 
neighborhood, unless for some specialty, 
such as Natural History or the like. It is 
sad to think of the money thus wasted in 
duplicates and triplicates. Rivalry in such 
cases is detrimental rather than advan- 
tageous to the interests of scholarship. 
Instead of one good library, we get three 
poor ones; and so, instead of twenty men 
of real learning, we are vexed with a score 
of sciolists, who are so through no fault of 
their own. We hope that the movement 
now on foot, to give something like ade- 
quacy to the University Library at Cam- 
bridge, will receive the aid it deserves, not 
only from graduates of the College, but 
from all persons interested in the literary 
advancement of the country. So there 
be one really good library in the United 
States, it matters little where it is, for stu- 
dents will find it—and they should at least 
be spared the necessity of going abroad in 
order to master any branch of learning. 

A great library is of incalculable benefit 
to any community. It saves infinite waste 
of time to the thinker by enabling him to 
know what has already been thought. It 
is of greater advantage (and that advan- 
tage is of a higher kind) than any semina- 
ry of learning, for it supplies the climate 
and atmosphere, without which good seed 
is sown in vain. It is not merely that books 
are the “ precious life-blood of master-spir- 
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its,” and to be prized for what they con- 
tain, but they are still more useful for 
what they prevent. The more a man 
knows, the less will he be apt to think 
he knows, the less rash will he be in-con- 
clusion, and the less hasty in utterance. 
It is of great consequence to the minds of 
most men how they begin to think, and 
many an intellect has been lamed irre- 
trievably for steady and lofty flight by 
toppling out into the helpless void of opin- 
ion with wings yet callow. The gross 
and carnal hallucinations of what is called 
“ Spiritualism ’’— the weakest-kneed of all 
whimsies that have come upon the par- 
ish from the days of the augurs down to 
our own—would be disenchanted at once 
in a neighborhood familiar with Del Rio, 
Wierus, Bodin, Scot, Glanvil, Webster, 
Casaubon, and the Mathers. Good books 
are the enemies of delusion, the most ef- 
fectual extinguishers of self-conceit. Im- 
personal, dispassionate, self-possessed, they 
reason without temper, and remain forey- 
er of the same mind without obstinacy. 
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The man who has tle freedom of a great 
library lengthens his own life without the 
weariness of living; he may include all 
past generations in his experience without 
risk of senility ; not yet fifty, he may have 
made himself the contemporary of “ the 
world’s gray fathers’’; and with no ad- 
yantages of birth or person, he may have 
been admitted to the selectest society of all 
times and lands. 

We live in the hope of secing, if not a 
great library somewhere on this continent, 
at least the foundations of such a one, laid 
broad enough and deep enough to change 
hope into a not too remote certainty. Hith- 
erto America has erected but one statue 
in commemoration of a scholar, and we 
cannot help wishing that the money that 
has been wasted in setting up in effigy one 
or two departed celebrities we could men- 
tion had been appropriated to a means of 
culture which, perhaps more than any 
other, would be likely to give us men 
worthy of bronze or marble, but above the 
necessity of them for memory, 
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